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people traveling than at home. Truly, it is 






able to make charming acquaintances. 


and have a much jollier time. 


get acquainted with one’s neighbors. 


* * 






Toronto, on the 
one door of my own house. 


ant. 


** howdy 
it. Old ties have resumed their hold and 


then vacated by distance. 


bored to death by my own society, but I can’t 
remember a half-adozen people who really 
entered into my heart and life as friends who 
did not grow into them in the old fashioned 
fireside way. IL recallas I write, faces I shall 
never forget, rambles in foreign lands, chats in 
queer out-of-the-way places, episodes which 
nearly grew into something worthy of being 
called adventures, adieus when tears almost 
sanctified the farewell, but years are settling 
down with their hazy distance between now 
and then,and indistinct in the twilight of forget- 
fulness the faces and groups come back but 
fitfully and are not really any part of my 
cherishings. You may say that into our life 
come but few real friendships formed either at 
home or abroad. Aye, true, too true! But is 
not this foolish faith ina common itinerancy or 
social accident as the opportunity of forming a 
friendship to blame for much of the barrenness 
in which we live? We strive to gain a com- 
petency that life may be free from care aud 
our old age made comfortable, but do we really 
try to surround ourselves with friends who 
shall make life pleasant and reduce our heart's 
anxiety and loneliness as much as possible ¢ 
Yet we know, or should know, that while we 
may live in material plenty, seasons of mental 
and social starvation may come upon us, 
Nothing is more desolate than the family 
which, having amassed enough money to live 
in comfort, even luxury, finds no one to see 
them enjoy it or share in the good things 
which cease to be good when eaten in loneli- 
ness or bitterness of spirit. To such, travel as 
a means of picking up acquaintances is per- 
haps the easiest way, but they run the gaunt- 
let of adventurers ard are often the associates 
of those who are disreputable and are fugitives 
from their home record. 


2 
* * 


If, when we are at home we were as uncon- 
ventional as when abroad, we would make new 
acquaintances every day and many of them 
would seem at first quite as delightful as the 
ephemeral friends of a voyage or summer 
hotel. Were we as anxious for companionship 
at home as when we are away we would find 
excuses to speak to or call upon people of whom 
now we do not think. If we felt we could 
shake off unsatisfactory home acquaintances 
as easily as we drop the fellow passenger at 
the wharf or depot we might have a very jolly 
time making experiments. The trouble is we 
can't do it. Even what we can do we leave 
undone. If we feel the need of new friends 
we can select from amongst the most desirable 
such as we believe will be congenial and im- 
proving companions. It is customary to rail 
at people who are anxious to enlarge and im- 
prove their circle of acquaintances. Nothing 
is less deserving of ridicule than such an effort. 
Of course all right thinking people hate tuft 
hunters and social parasites who seek to climb 
when they are only fit to sink, and show their 
unfitness for better things by aping the man- 
ners and hanging on to the skirts of those who 
are unworthy of imitation and have no claim 
to recognition except by reason of rank or 
social supremacy. 


It we ask ourselves how many of our friends— 
our homemade friendships—are the creatures of 
accident, and how many are the result of an ef- 
fort to surround ourselves with proper people— 
people who will improve us mentally and mor- 
ally by their conduct and conversation, I 
think we shall discover that instead of seeking 
these precious treasures we have been satis- 
fied with whatever we chanced to pick up. I 
know] of several bright people who I should 








{ The oneeperd 


It is often said that one meets pleasanter 


wearisome journey which furnishes no pleas- 
ant companions and a dull and repulsive tra- 
veler who attracts no new friends, yet I think 
people are in error who imagine it is simply 
because they are away from home that they are 
Those 
who are forced to stay at home often lament 
the narrowness of their circle and say if they 
could but travel and be free from home cares and 
the ties which bind them to the treadmill of 
‘routine, they could pick up plenty of friends 
Their lament is 
well founded and the remedy which suggests 
itself has something in it, but the whole 
trouble is much wider than the one stated and 
the cure more general and easier of application 
than running to the other side of the world to 





Pablishing Co., Proprictors. 
Adelaide Street West, 
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of an evening with their brightness, I know 
they would knock up against me mentally, 
and the friction would evolve ideas and thereby 
benefit me. If I were away from home J’d 
manage the acquaintance somehow, but at 
home [ hate to make advances and take 
chances of striking a prejudice or something 
which might make me feel uncomfortable. I 
suppose it is also true of others, but I imagine 
we are unduly finicky about such things. 
General Grant, I think it was, who confessed 
that before his first battle he was scared nearly 
to death, but he marched on the enemy who re- 
treated in disorder. ‘‘I found,” said he, “the 
other fellow was worse scared than I was, and 
always afterwards I presumed the same state 
of things to exist and was afraid no more.” In 
selecting friends and making advances towards 
them—within reasonable lines of course—I 
reckon there is something in adopting the 
general's idea that the other fellow is quite as 
badly scared of making a move as we are. 


« 
* « 


TORONTO, SEPTEMBER 27, 1890. 


like to have drop in to see me and fill my study ** What is the matter, my darling ?’ 
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the children, and that extravagance or undue liberality 
would be unjustifiable from every standpoint. To those 
who have shared in this good work by contributing to its 
support we, who have been more intimately associated with 
the movement can, confidently say that the investment was 
a good one. The amount of happiness that has been dif- 
fused, the tearsthat have been dried, and the drooping spirits 





would find it very tiresome if we were forced 
to look up to them in every respect. Would 
not a man find it very monotonous and oppres- 
sive if his wife were his superior in business, 
in art, literature and knowledge of the world 
as well as in gentleness, purity and sympathy? 
A man with a wife of that sort would occupy a 
very small place in the household. Beyond 
attending to the furnace, cleaning off the snow, 
and acting as escort, his would bea very use- 
less office. He would indeed be a man that a 
woman might look down to but certainly not 
the sort of a man who could excite a woman’s 
affection or develop that fidelity which is said 


a snake.’ 

‘Poor gentle, poetisal, sensitive, spiritual, almost celestial 
Mrs. Jonathan Edwards! On one hand the terrible sentence | 
as conceived, written down, given to the press by the 
child’s father ; on the other side the trusting child looking 
up at her, all of the mother pleading in her heart againet | that have been raised and cheered, is surely ample com- 
the frightful dogma of her revered husband. Do you sup- | pensation for the comparatively small expenditure, and 
pose she left that poison to rankle in the tender soul of her | who can tell but that the happiness brought in moments of 
darling?” despondency may be as the ripple on the ocean, ever ex- 

We may be sure she somehow softened the | tending and increasing in its influence. 
effect of the father’s teaching. We know Very sincerely, J. J. Keiso, 
that mothers always teach us our religion in a | — —_ Children’s Fre-h Air Fund. 
softened way. It was from my mother that I | a7 
obtained my religion, my unalterable faith in| I noticed last week ia the work of an Ameri- ‘ 

God and His goodness, and yet I can recollect | can writer whose views are ordinarily as wise - ten = Svoneeneae of woman for 
that around it were clustered many of those | as they are well expressed, an assertion which cago aera ne teen - 
doctrines which to-day I cannot hold. Yet in | it is to be hoped is incorrect. He was writing 
her heart poor dear old mother believed, I feel | of the death of Robert Ray Hamilton, whose 
sure, as I do, in God and His goodness rather | life was ruined by a bad woman. ‘ Hamilton,” 
than in God and His vengeance. he said, ‘‘had many of the instincts of a gen- 
* tleman. The woman had none of the instincts 
of alady. Like the vast majority of women in 
every walk of life, virtuous or otherwise, she 


** Papa has been telling me that God hates me worse than | 





* 

It is quite possible that women feel very 
much the same with regard to men as we do 
towards women and desire to be the man’s 
superior in some respects at, least. I can im- 
agine nothing more trying than a husband of 
that variety known as a Superior Person, 


* * 
In acknowledging the receipt of the dona- 
} tions sent to SarurpAy Nicurt in aid of the 


























Last winter, when I was in Nassau, I called 
on a family wintering there, and met them for 
the first time, though they live right here in 
same etreet and within 
It was a long way 

to go to get acquainted.but conventionality had 
kept us epart aad there had been no common 
impulse to make us meet, even though both 
families belong to the same religious denomin- 
ation. They had lived longer in Toronto than we 
had and it would not be pretty forus to go out 
ofthe way to be neighborly. But in the Bahamas 
it was different. There was the common tie of 
health-seeking, loneliness in a far away land, 
the mutual love for this our dear old Toronto. | 
the desire to hear something about home,indeed | 
everything was likely to bring us together and | 
the acquaintanceship to me at least, was pleas- 
Now we are at home, we nod and say 
” as we pass and think no more about 


former friends are re-established in the places 


I have rambled some and made acquaintances 
enough thank God, to keep me from being 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


seemed 
EN 


WAITING. 





No one is more decidedly opposed to the , Fresh Air Fund, I have the following interest- ; preferred a man whom she could look down to, 


aggression of the Roman Catholic Church in 
state matters than I am, but my opposition in 
this sort of thing extends much further. I 
don’t believe in the Bible in public schools, not 
because I am opposed to the Bible but because 
there isa time and place for teaching of all 
sort. There are churches and preachers and 
teachers to teach the Bible, there are mothers 
and fathers and sisters and brothers to teach 
it, and the beauty of God’s love and Christ’s 
sacrifice must be taught by those who either 
love Him or love the child to whom it is 
taught. 

A remarkable and startling thing which 
suggested .the above is set forth by Oliver 
Wendell Holmes in one of his Over-the- 
Teacups series in the last Atlantic Monthly. 
He says, while endeavoring to portray the dif- 
ference between the rigid orthodox teaching 
and the teaching of the same thing by a 


mother : 

*Toan imagine Jonathan Edwards in the nursery with 
his three-year-old ohild on his nee. The child looks up to 
his father and says to him, ‘ Papa, nurse tells me that you 
say God hates me worse than he hates one of those horrid, 
ugly snakes that crawl all round. Does God hate me so?’ 

“* Alas, my obiid, it is bub too true ; so long as you are 
out of Christ you are asa viper and werse than a viper in 
his sight.’ 

“ By-and-by Mrs, Edwards, one of the loveliest of women 
and sweetest of mothers, comes into the nursery. The child 


is orying. 


ing letter from Mr. Keleo: 
Editor of Saturday Night: 

Dear Sik,—In thanking you very cordially for $74.25 
contributed by readers of Sarurpay Nienr to the Children’s 
Fresh Air Faad, a few words regarding the work carried on 
during the season just closed may be interestiag. In seven 


weeks were 20 exoursiors given, the total number of chil- | 


dren taken out being 7,785. Owing to the great kindness 
of the Toronto Ferry Company in carrying our excursions 
free of charge, there were twelve trips to Hanlan's Point 
and Center Island, and the company aleo loaned one of their 
boats for a number of lake trips. Eleven excursions took 
place to Long Branch, while there were also trips to Lorne 
Park and Victoria Park. Over 12,000 lunches were dis- 
tributed and about 600 gallons of milk. The latter was the 
generous gift of Clark Bros. of the Semi-Centennial Dairy. 
In arranging for the excursions the greatest care was taken 
to secure the right class of children. The tickets were dis- 
tributed by mission workers having av intimate knowledge 
of the poorer localities of the city, and an effort was made 
to faithfully carry out the obj ect of the fund in every par- 
ticular, Many mothers were invited to the excursions, it 
being found that in many cases they derived as much benefit 
from the tripe as the little ones. A feature of the work, 
which is very desirable, is the finding vacation homes for 
the children o?2 the poor. The Fresh Air Fund sent 19 
children to the Lakeside Home for an aggregate of 284 daye 
and paid their entire expeases, We hope ere long to see 
hundreds of little ones enjoying a forthight’s holiday at 
Fresh Air homes, or better still, as the guests of the farmers 
and townepeople of the surrounding district. The year’s 
work was started with @297 in hand. This was increased by 
voluntary contributions to $1,058.13, and after deducting a 
total expenditure of @025.87, thr re remains on hand 9132.76. 
The greatest economy was observed in the expenditure from 
ad.ep senee of the fact that the money sent in belonged to 


| 


| 


therefore she did not like Robert Ray Hamil- 
ton.” 


* 
oe 


Is it true that the vast majority of wcmen 
prefera man whom they can look down to? 
The first impulse {fs to reject any such theory 
as suggesting a degraded ideal. This we know 
is not true of the vast majority of women, They 
are more religious thawmen, have a nobler ideal 
of life, more reverence for the deity, and alto- 
gether a more devotional nature. If it were not 
for the character of the women of this century 
and of the centuries which preceded it, would 
not our ideals be much more degraded than 
they are? The churches would have been 
deserted long ago had it not been for those 
women who, like Mary, were last at His cross 
and first at His sepulchre. It is the mother 
who teaches the child to pray and fills the 
mind of youth with its purest ambitions, It 
is also the hiscory of the majoricy of men in 
every walk of life that woman’s influence has 
steadied and purified them, even though an 
occasional one has been led to ruin bya wicked 
woman, 


No doubt the writer whose words I have 
quoted is aware of all this, and is misunder- 
stood because we give his expression too broad 
ameaning. We men are apt to take pleasure 
in lookifig up to women and singing the praises 
of their purity and beauty, yet I imagine we 


Even in godliness and intense respectability 
he will not permit his wife to excel. I sympa- 
thize more or less with the Bohemian who said 
he liked people to be respectable, but he hated 
them to be too damned respectable, I can con- 
ceive a woman being irritated by such a man, 
and indeed it is an accepted theory that women 
are fond of men with a spice of wickedness 
inthem. Wasn't it Thackeray who said that 
any woman likes a rake better than a milksop? 
I doubt not that women like to “‘look down” to 
men in some respects. It is notoriously true 
of the demi-monde that they select as consorts 
the worst pcssible men, probably in the hope 
that bad as they are, such men will be able to 
look“up to them in some respects. I think it 
is more just to narrow the definition so mis- 
leadingly given above to the statement that 
| women prefer men who can look up to them in 
purity, virtue and such respects as are neces: 
sary to acceptable womanhood. There is 
more than the mere philosophy of life in 
| tbis mental attitude” which makes it necessary 
for a woman to reign as queen over a man 
in her own kingdom. The motherly impulse 
is the strongest in a woman and when not 
exercised towards children it seeks to cover up 
and shield, to protect and forgive something 
in the man she loves best. If the man insists 
on being so utterly good as not to present an 
opportunity for the exercise of this beautiful 
quality, he doubtless proves exceedingly dis- 
appointing and unreal. I cannot conceive of 
anyone being quite perfect, but I know several 
men who imagine themselves to be so worship- 
fulthat their wives are expected to be in a 
state of continual adoration, virtuous and 
thoroughly good as they are. It would be 
absurd to suppose that men ever make 
a mistake by being really too good. The 
trouble is that they think themselves so 
near perfection as to become a nuisance not 
only in the family but in the community at 
large. Writing some time ago about the result 
of misalliances between men of good instincts 
and women who have been degraded, I pointed 
out the fact that in the effort to obtain socia} 
recognition the man is apt to be too censorious, 
too sensitive, too ostentatiously engaged in 
the act of helping her up. One can easily con- 
ceive how a woman under such circumstances, 
thoroughly hopeless, robbed of all dominion 
and queenship in her domestie and social 
sphere, becomes disgusted and finally decides 
that she would rather rule as an empress in 
hell than serve as a dethroned woman in 
heaven. 





* 


The Birchall trial at Woodstock has been the 
chief item of newspaper interest this week. 
The cold-blooded atrocity of the crime, the 
wonderfuily convincing chain of circumstantial 
evidence which has been welded together 
against Birchall, the coolness and self-posses- 
sion of the accused, his romantic and dissolut& 
career, the affection of his young wife and 
the social position of so many of those 
concerned have all tended to invest the tragedy 
and those connected with it with an unusual 
amount of interest. Newspapers have pub- 


lished alleged portraits of judge, jury, 
lawyers, detectives, the accused, his wife 
and sister-in-law and everybody else who 





has occupied a prominent place, and per- 
haps no Canadian murder trial since the 
Biddulph tragedy has occupied so large a 
share of public attention. Oddly enough, 
Justice MacMahon was counse! for the defence 
in that celebrated miscarriage of justice and 
now he is on the bench to decide the fate of 
Reginald Birchall, A clearer-minded, fairer 
man could not preside and the counsel on both 
sides have been chosen from among the clever- 
est atthe bar. The evidence, so far elicited, 
forms a very strong case against the accused, 
so strong, indeed, that his conviction to 
many seems to be certain; yet I have 
frequently noticed that those cases which 
opened with so strong a presumption against 
the accused, are apt to be weakened. Indeed, 
it is seldom that those against whom appear- 
ances are so strong are convicted, and it is this 
tbing only which leads me to imagine that 
Birchall’s conviction is not certain. 
*- * 

If he be guilty he is certainly a moral idiot— 
@ man who has no regard for either God or 
man to hinder him from committing crime or 
reproach him with his guilt. If this be true in 
Birchall’s case will any one urge it as a reason 
for judicial clemency? How is it then that 
insanity, which differs only from this absence 
of moral ballast in that it attacks the subject 
of it after one is born, while the latter is con- 
genital, is held to be sufficient reason 
for the ®eparing of a man’s life? As 
I have frequently argued in these 
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columns, the execution of criminals is for the | who are opposed to religio-secular education 
safety of the public. A man who has a demanding a university of their own. Par I 
homicidal tendency, either congenital or ac- | referred to McMaster University as a “* village 
quired, should be removed by death from any affair.” By this I meant that it was the 
further opportunity to kill his fellow man. result of the village idea, and it will 
His removal may have a deterrent effect upon always have a village air, ne matter whether 
others of similar tendencies and thereby be | it is situated in Toronto or Coboconk. Its 
useful, but the chief aim is to get that | professors, good men though they may be, are, 
sort of people out of the way. There | or have been, of narrow opportunities, limited 
were a great many who clamored for | attainments and sectarian bias. It so happens 
a reprieve for Harvey who murdered his | that all clever educationists are not Baptists, 
wife and daughters, yet the world is better off | and while their selection of professors is 
without him, whether he was crazy or not. | limited by their communion, a state univers. 
Will these same people who were more shocked | ity can select from all who are eminent. 
by a legal execution than by a horrible murder | No better example of this can be found than in 
exert themselves for the release of Birchall if | the fact that an average preacher from one of 
he be condemned? I think not. Yot the one | the local Baptist churches has been added to 
has as great a claim upon their sympathy 4s | the staff as one of the principal professors, I 
the other had. don't say it of the Baptist University alone, 
as but of such institutions in general, that their 
It is pleasant to read the speeches made by | students are recruited from the village and the 
Sir John Macdonald and his Cabinet ministers | farm and are cloistered by themselves away 
during the past few weeks, inasmuch as they | from the widening influences of the world; 
give courage to the Canadians who fear that | and by “world” I do not mean that wicked 
the McKinley bill is likely to deprive some of | element which is classed with the “flesh and 
our farmers of a portion of their profits. We|the devil,” but the world which means a 
all know that nobody will b> embarrassed | Knowledge of letters and life, of the 
seriously, unless agitators, for a political | passions and ambitions of the people, the 
purpose, magnify the harm which has | struggle for supremacy in things mental and in 
been done to Canadian production in | q}| those paths where men grow strong and 
order to bring about such a change of | able to crope with the tasks which must be 
government as will benefit them. The grow- | theirs whether their energy is to be exerted in 
ng of two-rowed barley is solving the more | the pulpit, at the bar, or in any of the other 
important question and, as one of our news- | professions. I regret to say that the output of 
papers has suggested, our hens will learn to | McMaster University and of all kindred in- 
lay longer-range eggs for the British market. | stitutions, no matter whether it be Acadia or 
In the absence of any superior hen intelligence | Rochester, is a crude and unpolished article, 
of this sort it is certainly possible by using the | The friction is not there to brighten the 
same care in gathering the eggs as is used in | nugget of ability. Where, my candid friend, 
gathering milk for the cheese factories to | can you find a more gawky outfit, a more ego- 
market the fruit of the Canadian hen | tistical coterie thana newly fledged class of 
in London before the egg is as old/ preachers? I admit, and you must admit, that 
as it ordinarily is before reachirg the | the brightest minds do not take to the church, 
market in Toronto. That our cheese has ob- | but you might oppose me when I urge that 
tained so high a reputation in England that it | this is not alone due to the paucity ofthe pay but 
is asked for at the clubs and brings a price | to the uninviting ability of those who will be 
superior to almos; all other makes, has been | theircolleagues—I mean by this the general tend- 
due to the pains which have been taken | encyof mentally dull but emotionally fervid na- 
in making it properly from fresh milk. | tures who believe themselves called to do God’s 
The task of giving our eggs quite | work when they would be better employed at 
as high a reputation is a simple one | the plow. I know that Christ chose as his 
and needs but the attention and honesty | instruments the fishermen of Galilee, but they 
ef the producer and shipper. As _ to| were inspired; while those of us who listen to 
horses and live stock of all sorts, the vast | some of the graduates of sectarian co‘leges do 
plains of Washington, Wyoming, Colorado, | not need to argue with one another that this 
New Mexico, Arizona, and Texas, will shortly, | inspiration is not vouchsafed to some of the 
at any rate, produce sufficient to supply the | modern successors of the apostles, No doubt 
American market. The superiority of our pro- | g great many good and bright young men are 
duct alone has given it a standing sufficiently | students at McMaster University and at similar 
high in the American market to enable the | colleges; they would be morally no worse 
importer to pay the duties. In superior | jf they were at the provincial university, and 
grades of stock this will still hold true. | mentally they would receive a quickening such 
Nor should we forget that those who as will never come to the pious young men who 
pay this duty and who will be deprived of | come in to Toronto from the farms and school- 
eur exports must share the burden of high | houses and listen to the drones who occupy 
taxation, and will certainly not relax in their | teaching positions. More than half of student 
agitation for the removal of the impost. life is in the surroundings. Perhaps you may 
as be able to provide them with more pious in- 
As has been most pertinently remarked by @ | fuences in what I still persist) in calling‘ta 
Maritime Province journal, when notice of the | + yijlage university,” but as to making them 
abrogation of the old reciprocity treaty was | brighter men, more useful men, men who shall 
served upon us in 1864 the Canadian people | be able to take hold of the people, the pro- 
answered by forming themselves into acon-| yincial university discounts any such place. 
federation—a union of the provinces for the | The religious side of life is not overlooked at 
purposes of trade and mutual protection, | the provincial university, and there might be a 
which has made Canada what it is to day,—I | theological annex where Baptist doctrine could 
am in hopes that with this beneficial lesson | pe jnstilled, but when you contend that in an in- 
taught us by the selfishness and hostility of | stitution with such a limited endowment better 
the United States in the past, that we shall | educational methods can be had than ‘in the 
answer the McKinley bill of 1890 by such a | neighboring university with five or ten times 
confederation of the British colonies with the | the number of students and professors,you are 
Motherland that our further progress shall be | talking absurdly. Of course, we look at it 
assured, our permanent safety established and | from different standp>ints. You would pro- 
our trade diverted into such channels and | bably prefer to see your theological students 
assisted by such tariff regulations as against | good Baptists than to see them have a thorough 
foreign nations, that hereafter we shall not b2 | mental equipment. I believe that if a man 
concerned in the legislation of the American | never heard a lecture on homiletics or a 
Congress lest the profits of our industry be re-| sermon of any kind and by means of 
duced by an excess of anti-British demago-| reading the Bible became convinced that 
guery or Yankee greed. he should go out and work in God's vineyard 
a he would preach a much better and more tak- 
136 D'Arcy Street, Toronto, ing sermon than the thin-blooded and low- 
September 22nd, 1890. spirited theological student will ever preach. 
My Drak Mr. Don,—I have a great deal of sympathy with | If you feel like quoting the fishermen of Galilee 
you in your trying to point out the failings of ourown | when I tell you your college is producing a lot 
times, and I often wonder how you came to get such a good of theological “ farmers,” I will call your 
stock of common sense, and euch an excellent manner of attention to the fact that the Sshermen 
applying that common sense just where itis needed. But 
of course even our most sensible people are not infallible, of Galilee never went to college at all. 
and I am afraid you have your failings. I don’t at all| If we are to have the farmer in the 
mean to set myself up against you, for I feel my insignifi.- | pulpit let him come direct from nature, 
cance and lack of experience. with the sincerity and earnestness of his un- 
My object in writing to you is to correct you in a total | tainted life fresh as the dew upon him, and 
error into which you have fallen, and to try to point out to we will listen to him and like him no matter if 
you that some of the conclusions you reached are wrong. he does stumble over grammer and get bogged 
The reference is to McMaster University. . ¢ ’ ’ 
a one place you refer to its “ village air,” and in another | ‘2 homiletics. But for heaven's sake don't 
you call it the “village university.” The only thing that spoil him by giving him airs and a smattering 
can be inferred is that you believe McMaster University is | Of Greek in the few years that it takes to kill 
ontside of Toronto. If you refer to its curriculum of this | all the natural strength of a fervid soul ! 
year you will find that it wfll open next month and that it Don. 
is situated in Toronto, s> the only ‘‘village air” or oe 
‘meadow air” about it is what is bestowed upon it by the See particulars of our priz2 story competition 
village houses and meadow lands of Toronto. on the editorial page (page 6). D> not be afraid 
In regard to ita use opinions may differ. A State univer- | to send in your contribution. If accom panied 
sity is most decidedly as good as any to fit a man for the | by your address an effort will b2 made to re- 


professions, or to give him & good general education. I | turn you your manuscript, if rej acted, though 
ask you whether you really believe that a man can prepare . 
this is not promised. 


himeelf as well for the mioistry at Torcnto University as he 
oan at a university epecially endc wed and regulated for the 
purpose of giving him a special training in his work? 
Rochester University is a ‘‘one-horse” university as you 
call it, and no person who has met those graduating from Social functions have been very few this 
there to prepare themselves for the theological work will | week,for the unwarranted chill of the weather 
say they made asad mistake in not going to Yale or Har- | has turned thoughts towards the wardrobe and 

















Social and Personal. 








vard. Acadia University in New Brunewick is denomine the beavy hangings for windows and deere. 
tional (Baptist also), and how does it rank with the Prov'n- | a __- 7 . 

cial universities? I think you would be surprised if you Society in fact is donning its Autumnal garb, 
made enquiries throughout the Maritime Provinces and | #24 trying to grow accustomed to the coming 
the New England States. cold, Later on the friends will be welcomad 





The great preterence in choice of work that our Toronto | More often, and the calls will all be paid. 
University can give is certainly not to be overlooked. But | Those coming into town for the season will 
are you sure that its system is the best? That of MoMas- | settle themselves into the gay life, and tea will 
ter University is not imitative of To:onto, but endeavors to | be poured and pleasant chat tossed about in 


develop 4 new, and many believe a better, system. I my- 
self am an undergrad. of Toronto and there are very few the. afterneens,. In the evening handsome 


f ellow-undergrads that I have not heard express a desire gowne and jewels will add their beauty te 
for something different. And if a denomination is willing | PFight faces. The gay winter life will again 
to support a university, and students willing to attend it, be lived in all its changeful aspects and with 
when they know that by its charter it is pledged to give its | ll the fascinating accompaniments of witching 
§ tudents an education at least as advanced and thorough | music, gracious smiles and fragile flowers. 

a@ the Provincial University, why sbould such objections ° 

be raised to it? Sir Alexander Campbell entertained a 


IT am sorry I have written so much, but I believe you 
, number 
‘ sialibcll ep ing ail thls tor giving pab- of friends at dinner on Friday night, 


lication to such an error as that you made. 


Yours eincerely, Mrs. Cameron gave a dinner-party at her 


awe handsome residence on Carlton street last even- 
The above letter is cheerfully given a place, ing. . 
though I admit that it is based upon a wrong| Mrs. and Miss Dyckman of New York, have 


construction of what I wrote last week, and | returned to their home after e visit at Chestnut 
does not explain the inconsistency of Baptists | Park. 





returned to town after a delightful three 
months’ tour in England and the continental 
countries. 


Muswell Hill, London, Eng., are on a short 
visit to this country and stopping with his 
brother, Mr. Henry Pellatt of Sherbourne 
street. 


sailed this week for England. 


other evening at 50 Brunswick avenue when Mr. 
and Mrs, W. A. Browne gave a delightful card 
party, to the strains of sweet music, on the 
occasion of a birthday of the former. Among 
those present were Mr, and Mrs. H. J. Browne, 
Mrs, Fletcher of Streetsville, Mrs. Harvey o 
Port Hope, Mrs, Mousell of Montreal, Mr. and 
Mrs. Helliwell, Miss Inmann, Mr, and Mrs, 
William Wilson, Mrs, Savigny, Miss Dawson, 

































Mrs. Blackstock of Jarvis street has been in | Dr. Dawson, Mr. Brayley, Mr. and Mrs. G. H. 
Woodstock during the past week. Stinson. 
* 


: * 
Miss Emily Odell of Sherbrooke, Que., is the 
guest of Mrs. A. D. Exstmure. 
Mrs. Hay of Isabella street has returned 
from the seaside. 


Lieut. R. C. Morris, R. A., sailed by the 
Circassian from Quebec on September 18 for 
Woolwich. ‘i 


The National Club proposes to hold a num- 
ber cf social re-unions during the coming 
winter at which papers upon national subjects 
will b2 read by eminent Canadians. The first 
of these conversaziones will be held at the club 
house on October 13, at which Rev. Principal 
Grant will read a paper on Our National Posi- 
tion and Aims, Later, Dr. A. G. Bourinot, 
C.M.G., will give a paper on Responsible Gov- 
ernment in Canada; An Historical Study. 

Mr. M. Matthews, R.C.A., is holding an ex- 
hibition of his pictures at Roberts & Son's 
gallery this week. 


It has been suggested that it might add to 
the pleasure of those studying the French 
language if a socially pleasant club were 
formed, to meet weekly or semi-weekly, for 
conversation and mutual improvement. In 
order that an idea may. be obtained of the advis- | 
ability of forming such a club those who are 
willing to become members should send in 
their names and addresses to Mr. F. E. Gal- 
braith, 9 Toronto street, 


PARIS KID GLOVE STORE 







































































































Mr. and Mrs, Arthur Vankoughnet have re- 
turned from their trip to New York and 
vicinity. We hear that Mrs. Vankoughnet 
will receive at 1 Washington avenue all this 


coming week. ‘ 


Mr. W. Muloch, Vice Chancellor of the Uni- 
versity, will welcome a number of his friends 


to a dinner in honor of Sir Baden-Powell. 
e 


Miss Sara Jeanette Duncan, first known as 
Garth Grafton, is to be married to Mr. E. C. 
Cotes, of the Bengal Civil Service. She will 
leave Canada early in October and expects to 
reach Calcutta about December 1. 


Hon. Enoch Thompson, K.C.L. gave a dinner 
at the National Club on Monday night in honor 
of His Excellency the Spanish Consul General 
and Chevalier Frechette, Vice Consul for Que- 
bec. The following gentlemen were invited to 
meet the distinguished visitors: Mr. Homer 
Dixon, K.N.L., Netherlands Consul General ; 
Hon. J. B. Robinson, Ex-Governor of Ontario ; 
Hon. Mr. Justice Falconbridge, Mr.W. Mulock 
M.P., Vice Chancellor Toronto University ; Mr. 
Nordheimer, German Consul; Chevalier Gia- 
nelli, Italian Consul; His Honor Judge Mac- 
dougall, His Worship the Mayor, Hon. R. M. 
Wells, Q. C.; Mr. Charles Moss, Q C.; Mr. 
James E. Smith, Mr. Frank Turner, C. E.; Mr. 
J. J. Foy, Q. C; Mr. Fulton, Vice Consul of 
France ; Mr. McMurray, Vice Consul Sweden ; 
Mr. Kingsmill, Vice Consul Argentine Re- 
public; Mr. F. Nichols, Vice Consul Liberia, 
Mr. Hirschfelder, Vice Consul United States ; 





80LK AGENTS FOR 


NOTICE—Our Millinery and Dressmakin, Pepertuacate 

are Open for the season, and are well stocked ith all the 

latest novelties from New York and Paris. Spe ial lines in 

eee co dene just received. Dresses and 
made on the shortest ice. . 

CO., 11 and 13 King Street = ee 








Mr. J. J. Withrow, President Industrial Exhi- Out of Town. tanneries 
: ‘7 , ORONTO ART GALLERY ADJOIN 
bition and Capt. McMaster, Vice President ; ‘cua » Academy of Music. Opea dally entil 6 DJ Ss 


collection of Modern Painti Dressing, and 
Magazines, &. 
mission 25c. Season tickets $3. The Gallesy ond ei 
may be rented for Private Balls, Receptions, At Homes, 
Fancy Fairs, &. Afternoons, $20; evenings, $35. 


NORTH GERMAN LLOYD 


MOST PALATIAL 8.8, LINE, 


©'Fast route to London, Southa remen 
all the continental points. en ~ 


Winter Rates Now in Force. 


BARLOW CUMBERLAND, Agent 
72 Yonge St., Toronte. 


Dr. Burns, Dr. Ferguson, M. P.; Lieut. Col. 
Shaw, Hawaiian Vice Consul; Mr. C. W. 
Bunting and Mr. Musson, Brazillian Vice 
Consul. - 


This dinner was the largest gathering of 
foreign consuls ever assembled in one place in 
Toronto. The growing importance of this city 
has induced several governments who were not 
represented until recently, to appoint consuls 
here. It is probable that the indirect result of 
the dinner will be the organization of the diplo- 
matic crops as in other capitals with their Daan 
and officers. As one of the speakers said at 
the dinner, these officials represent large and 
powerful nations and should be an influence in 
the city, meeting frequently instead of as at 
present, scarcely knowing each other. 

* 


Last week Mrs. J. C. Morgan gave a small 
party for young people, a very enjoyable time 


was agent by a 

On Wednesday evening last week the Misses 
Mason of Harr Hall had an exceedingly pleas- 
ant impromptu dance for a few friends, 

A delightful progressive euchre party was 

ven on Th ay evening, September 18, by 

iss Reiner. ose present were: Miss 
Campbell, Mr. W. A. Boys, the Misses B. and 
T. Mason, Mr. George Esten, Miss Cotter, Mr. 
T. and Miss Boys, Mr. lL. and Miss McCarthy, 
Dr. W. A. Ross, Miss Stewart, Mr. C. and the 
Misses Bird, Mr. A. Giles, Mr. C. Crease, and 
Mr. George Fraser. 

Mrs. John Ardagh of Blythe Cottage gave an 
At Home last Saturday. Quite a number were 
invited and spent the few hours allotted for 
this little event in a very pleasant manner. 

o—— Ardagh of Winnip2g was in town for 
a few days this week. 

Miss Strathy of Toronto is the guest of Mrs. 
John Strathy of Ovenden. 

Mrs. L. Beatty has returned home after a 
pleasant trip to Cobourg and Toronto. 

Mr. J. Pepler of Toronto and Miss Pepler of 
England are the guest; of Mrs. F. E. P. — 

Miss K. Macdonald of Cobourg has D 
visiting Mrs. J. C. Morgan. 

Miss G. Watson of Hamilton is on a visit to 
her aunt, Mrs. H. H. Morris. 







































































CIGARS 


MUNGO - - -_ 6e. 
CABLE- - - ~- 6e. 
EL PADRE - - 10c. 


Miss Wilkie, daughter of Mr. D. K. Wilkie, 
is home again after 3 six months’ tour through 
England and the continent. 


Miss Lillie of Sherbourne street is home from 
Germany, where she has been pursuing her 
musical studies for the past three years. 


* Mr. and Mrs. J. Mockridge of Gananoque are AND 
Mr. and Mrs. Robert Simpson of Bloor street ey eee — ms a a ao 
r. J. Chewett of Toronto was in town 
are in town again. week. MADRE E HiIJO 10 & 16c. 
Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton Merritt are expected Mrs. Ault of Aultsville is visiting her daugh- 


ter, Mrs. Wellington Ault of Toronto street. 


home next month. OcCULAIRE. 


THE BEST VALUE. 
THE SAFEST SMOKE. 
THE MOST RELIABLE. 


The Purest. of the Pare, 


NO CHEMICALS. 


HALIBURTON, 


Haliburton, was on Monday, September 22, 
the scene of a very pretty wedding when 
Agnes the third daughter of Mr. and Mrs. C. 
R. Stewart of Newnham was wedded to Mr. 
R. E. Southby, second son of the Rev. R. W. 
Southby of Clifton, England. The _ cere- 
mony took place in t drawing-room 
at 6 p.m., the Rev. Mr. Farncomb offici- 
ati The bride was most becomingly at- 
t in a tailor-made traveling costume of 
— grey trimmed with brown braid, hat. 
gees Pe — * match, — ee go and NO IFIC 

ss Arabella Stewart, bridesmaids, sisters ART IAL RIN 
of the bride,were attired, the one in fawn satin FLAVO G. 
and white roses and theother in white cash- 


mere, trimmed with white silk and white THE BEST VALUE. 
roses. Mr, Frank Southby of Eogland.brother MiEss M. MORRISON 


On Wednesday afternoon the Toronto 
Church School on Alexander street held 
its exercises for the distribution of 
prizes. The Lord Bishop of the Diocese 
was in the chair, and among those who 
occupied seats upon the platform were: Prof. 
Goidwin Smith, Prof. Clark of Trinity College, 
Provost Body, Rev. Mr. Roper, rector of St. 
Thomas, Rev. John Pearson of Holy Trinity, 
Hon. G. W. Ross, Minister of Education, Rev. 
J. Langtry, Rev. Edward Softly, and Hon. G. 
W. Allan. In the audience I noticed Mrs. E, 
B. and Miss Osler, Mrs. J. W. Harrison, Mrs. 
James and Miss Smith, Mrs, Cawthra, Mr. John 
and Miss Massey, Mr. F. A. and Mrs. Chadwick, 
Mrs. Ince and Mr. J. Fraser Macdonald, The 
lucky winners of prizes were loudly app!auded 
as they walked up to receive them from the 
hands of the Lord Bishop, who spoke « few 
kindly words to each embarrassed victor, 

7 


of the bridegroom was best man, assisted b 
Mr. E. N. May of Haliburton. Presents bot 
handsome and costly were bestowed upon both 
bride and os thus testifying the high 
a ter. —_ oo — of aoe 
ends. ter the w ng the company sa 
down to a sumptuous repast, which was pleas- Russian rilli Laces 
ike eee ce ere, ee Se ‘ike ae 
e breakfas rty followed in carr to 
Newnham station, 'In the evenin * al was * » ete. 
ven in the Newnham theater. e bride an Special 
bridegroom leave on their wedding tour to | linery for athena Se 


England by the City of Chester from New York. Dressmaking Department under first-class man ‘ 


PROF. J. F. DAVIS’ 
Mr. Richard Golden, the comedian, appears ACADEMY 


at the Grand Opera House next Thursday, FUR 
Friday and Saturday evenings and Saturday 
matinee, October 2, 3 and 4, as Old Jed Prouty. 
He is the creator of the part, and it has not 
been an inspiration with him by any means. 
In his boyhood he knew the quaint inn-keeper 
of Bucksport, Maine. Lfke everyone els3 at 


all impressionable, young Richard Golden| Deportment and Calisthenics 


41 KING STREEs Wrev 


Is now showing a new and choice assortment of 


His Excellency the Spanish Consul-General 
and Chevalier Frechette were the guests of 
Prof. Hirschfelder Wednesday evening at his 
handsome residence, Rosedale. Among the 
few invited to meet the distinguished visitors 
were Mr. and Mrs, Edgar Jarvis, Mr. and Miss 
Jarvis, Mrs, and Miss Cawthra, Mr. and Mrs. 
Bourlier, Mrs. Chapman, Mr, and Mrs, Thomp- 
son, Mr. and Mrs, Newman, Miss Barry of 
Ottawa, Dr. Spillsbury, Mr. Molson, Mr. 
Walker. . 


A pretty wedding took place in St. Helen's 
church, last Tuesday morning, when Rev. Dean 
McCann performed the ceremony which united 





Coming Theatricals. 








Dr. W. Harley Smith and Miss Belle Gianelli, | yng cuetnaing ar the meeee, whe ily Maine wee wiiten Avenue, cor, Mutual Rt. 
daughter of the Italian consul. The bride, who | Boniface. He made a careful study of the (Established 1850—S2nd year.) 


salient points of his original character at times | Classes for Juveniles (beginner and advanced) now forming. 
when unobserved, for he respected the tender- | New academy the most compete in thecity. New dances— 
hearted old man, imitated his odd ways of | «tlm dr sad «Dorr Pun Lose nea 
walking and talking, his gestures and expres- tered © hn Lance,” taught all over 
sions of countenance, little dreaming that it Cou iia taser Waar taocae venta ay Gon 
was to be his destiny to reproduce the erratic | See circular for terms, &0. = 


but righteous old Jed Prouty on the mimic 


stage. When the time was ripe, Mr. Golden 
(Not the Sultan's) 


with the aid of William Gill, an experienced 
writer for the stage, wrote a drama, 
in which Jed Prouty fitted Golden as 
does a hand in a perfectly made kid glove. 
Their play deals with phases of real American 
life, ny of — ohh passed, oF are rapidly 

ssing away. In the support will , Miss 
Dora Wiley, the sweet singer of Maine, who CIGARE TTE Ss 

er. Mr. Harvey is well known as the author CI GARETT ES 
¢ The Wages et a, a ee Against 

oman. gnes Villa takes the ing part, 
of whom the New York Sun said: * ‘ees The Finest Turkish Cigareites 
Villa's pathetic talent is taxed to the utmostin 
the representation of Madge Carlton, a wrongly IN THE MARKET. 
suspected and cruelly divorced wife, but she is 
equal to the occasion, and, moreover, endows 


wore an exceedingly pretty traveling toilette, 
was attended by Miss Marion Smith, sister of 
the bridegroom, Mr. C. Angelo Gianelli offici- 
ated as groomsman., After the ceremony a 
reception was held at Villa Columbina, the 
bride’s parental home. Mr, and Mrs, Smith 
left on the noon train for a wedding journey, 
and will, upon their return, make their home 
in Toronto. 





a 
Mrs. R. Moncrief-Mellville has returned to 
town after a deligh ful summering at Lindsay. 


Mr, and Mrs, Stinson have taken up house- 


keeping on Spadina avenue, north of Bloor, relates, 
- 





At Jacobs & Sparrow’s Opera House next! 
week—matinees Tuesday, Thursday and Satur- 
orm be presented Frank Harvey’s beauti- 
= and touching drama, The World Against 


H, E. Clarke, M.P.P., and Mrs. Clarke have 


impersonates herself as the plot of the play 
Mr. and Mrs. Fred H. Pellatt of the Friars, 
the character with a noble forbearance and lov- TRY THEM 


Mr. Fred Leach of the Bank of Toronto 


ing simplicity that completely captures the 
hearts of the audience.” Sixent 








Her Inspiration. 
** What do the for your poems, Elsa?” 
“TI don’t wriba tort pay, jaan 
** What do you write for? Revenge ?”—JUus- 
trated American. 


The Truth, Nevertheless. 


** Theoretically that is a typographical error. 
In reality it is not.” . ” 
“ Which!” 


“This one which makes an item that 
‘several well-known society women Tvs 1e- 
turned to gown,’ instead of ‘to town,’”—Harp- 
ors Bazaar, 





A social fanction of no mean note occurred the 





ED. BEETON 


25 Leader Lane 
HIGH-GRADE WATCH SPECIALIST 








REOOGNIZED STANDARD BRANDS 
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Boudoir Gossip. 


An American paper devotes a column to a 
discussion of the puffed 
cap. You all know it. It 
is as common as tan shoes 
were, and with all my 
breath I declare that the 
puffed cap is a fraud | First 
and foremost, it does not 
stay in’ position. It sel- 
dom fits well, and the 
paste-board peak comes 
down over one’s nose, just 
when the eyes are needed 
ft for some’specially interest- 

ing bit of scenery. Men 
may talk, and guess, and think of the beauty 
of that puffed head-gear, but I suffered from it, 
and speak feelingly. 

The article goes on to say that never did any 
style of cap become so universally worn, and, 
furthermore, that it has outgrown its primi- 
tive use, and is worn now for the street by the 
girls who go from home in the early morning 
to the hard toil which comes to those whose 
hours are long and whose pay is scant. 

* 








It has been a matter of much speculation to 
-me as to where the peuple go on Sundays, 
Last Sunday I found them, and where but out 
in Rosedale. They walked and drovein crowds, 
and either meandered along the pretty avenues 
or struck boldly out up hills and through dells 
for a sniff of pure air and the unwonted sight 
of the late flowers and rusting leaves. The 
variety of a walk into the country was well 
exemplified on Sunday last. A pastoral poet 
would have found ample subject-matter for 
his descriptive verse, with any amount of 
cattle, sheep, ducks, pigs and geese. 

There were the usual number of men with 
their sweethearts, gotten up in Sunday gowns 
and new shoes—which two details of toilette 
will spoil any walk—a generous sprinkling of 
the fond papa with his young hopefuls, and a 
very few examples of Darby and Joan. 

One old man in particular claimed my atten- 
tion. He wasa bent little Englishman, with 
ruddy cheeks and white wind-tossed hair. In 
one hand he carried a stout stick, and the 
other held a few bits of straggly sweet clover. 

It was not very beautiful in itself, the 
little feathery blogsom, but I know that 
the kindly old eyes saw happy past days as 
they viewed it, and voices and faces came to 
him as he inhaled its delicate perfurre. 

Among other things which I viewed with 
interest was the reservoir, which was filled 
with men, barrows and mud. The contempla- 
tion of the scene was not conducive to thirst. 
In fact I had an almost positive assurance that 
I should never be thirsty again. 

se 


Margaret Mather’s Juliet gowns are the 
simplest, most correct, and most artistically 
beautiful ones I have seen on the stage for 
some time. There are only four, but they suit 
the actress, as well as the unconventional 
heroine of the love story. 

In the first act the white satin is of the 
shimmery kind that lies about in little billows 
and forgets to be dignified. The Jong sleeves 
end in a point which rests almost upon the 
knuckles, The front is an unfitted panel of 
spangled eatin, and a similar fashioning falls 
from neck to hem at the back. Then there are 
thickly-laid plaits at the sides, over which the 
sparkling panels are held with a girdle, which 
may be suppose to bea gold one set with rubies. 

Another pretty gown is of pale yellow soft 
silk with a jacket almost zouvave in shape, of 
rich brown brocade with yellow threads woven 
through it. The odd little cap is of the brocade 
and looks well indeed on Juliet’s fair hair. 

A neglige dress is of white woolen goods and 
its folds are confined with a heavy cord girdle. 
The wedding-gown, in which the young girl is 
dressed for her burial, hangs in artistically 
draped breadths heavy with silver embroidery, 
its shimmer and gleam seeming strangely out 
of place in the dimly-lighted tomb. 


Dame Fashion says: That gray will be a 
favorite shade this winter, and for novelty’s 
sake she will allow it to be combined with 
yellow trimmings or gold braid. 

That torquoise and jet is a fashionable com- 
bination, and many of the small winter bonnets 
will be ghttering revelations of jet subdued by 
good imitations of the little blue stones, 

That woolen muslins are rushing into 
popular favor, and the young and slender 
summer girl, who looks so innocently pretty in 
the sheer, clinging summer fabric, will revel in 
the possibilities of doing it all over again this 
winter in woolen goods, 

That long watch chains will probably be worn 
soon. 

That perfumes, to be fashionable, must be 
of the odors of white flowers. It matters little 
whether lilac, clover, roses or violets be used, 
so that they are white. 

* 


A young American beauty with chestnut 
brown hair has all her hats made to match her 
pretty locks. They may be of almost any 
material, and are trimmed in various ways, 
but the leading shade is a rich chestnut-brown, 

a 


Coming down town this morning I saw an 
exhibition of temper which I cannot rid my 
mind of. A woman and a man were standing 
ona quiet street talking. Their voices were 
raised, and, in passing near them, I saw how 
angry the two faces looked... Suddenly the 
woman put out her hand. He drew away from 
it, and swinging himself about, hurried off in 
an opposite direction. She paused for a mo- 
ment, stepped after him, then turned and 
walked slowly on. I fancy they were husband 
and wife. She was going back home, her hus- 
band down town to his business, and it will be 
night perhaps before she sees him again. The 
day was tangled at the beginning, and knotted 
threads will be woven all day long. She will 
perhaps chide herself or, maybe, selfishly ac- 
cuse him. Sorrow will weigh down even 
mirth. Fear and hope will struggle for mas- 
tery until the eventide, for 


** So many go forth in the morning 
That never come home at night, 
And hearts have broken, for words spoken, 
That sorrow can ne'er set right.” 
Cup CAREW. 


What He Wanted To Do. 
Jolliboy—I wish I had $100,000, 
Mrs, Jolliboy—Why, what would you do? 
Jolliboy—Nothing. 







































TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 3 


Helen of Kirkconnell Lea. 


For Saturday Night. 

The year was in its prime, for May 
Was treading on the heels of June, 

Bright was the gladsome summer day, 
And Kirtle’s brates were all in tune, 

As I with pilgrim footsteps strayed 
By hazel brake and ivied tree, 

To where beneath the hawthorn shade, 
Sleeps Helen of Kirkconnell Lea. 

Ah, then what memories gathered round 
The moss grown thruch above her head ! 

For all around was hallowed ground, 
And all beneath—the sacred dead. 


T saw again the lovers stand 
And plight their troth with many a sigh, 
I saw the murderer's trembling hand, 
I heard the shot—I saw her die ; 


I saw a woman die to save 
The life of him she loved so well, 
I swear such love can scorn the grave, 
And triumph over death and hell. 
They sleep together side by side, - 
And rippling Kirtle flows along 
Thro’ these rapt dales the muses’ pride 
The gloryland of Scotland’s song. 
The golden age of song was found 
On Mincio’s banks in Cwsar’s reign, 
And here since then the Mantuan sc und, 
Has woke the echoes o’er again. 
A laurelled and immortal band 
Of singers, sing their songs in turns, 
Led by the master’s magic wand 
The Meistersinger— Robert Bur: s. 
And here, together side by ride 
They lie beneath a hawthorn tree 
The man for whom a woman died 
“ Fair Helen of Kirkconnell Lea.” 
Grorce Morrar. 
a - 


See particulars of our prize story competition 


on the editorial page (page 6). Do not be afraid 
to send in your contribution. If accompanied 


by your address an effcrt will be made to re- 
turn you your manuscript, if rejected, though 
this is not promised. 








A Man of Enterprise. 


“ Want to buy a wheelbarrow, madam ?” de- 
manded the aggressive-looking man at the 
front door of a dwelling house near Jackson 
Park the other day. 

** What in the world do I want with a wheel- 
eet: said the astonished woman of the 

ouse, 

“Sold twenty-seven in this neighborhood 
since yesterday morning,” he retorted, ‘‘ and 
most of them to people who are among the 
very best in this — of Chicago.” 

**T don’t see why——” 

“Pardon me. You ire aware that the 
World’s Columbian Exposition is to be held 
within half a mile of this house?” 

‘Yes, but what has that——” 

** Pardon me in. You have relatives who 
will visit you during the Exposition. Very 
good, Allofus have. Each of these relatives, 


or the great majority of them, will bring a 


trunk. The ordinary charge of an expressman 
for taking a trunk to or from a railway station 
is twenty five cents. Owing to the great in- 
crease in business that year, or to the probable 
formation of an expressman’s trust, the charge 


will be fifty cents. The Exposition will last six 


months, ou will have an average of one re- 
lative with a trunk for every week during all 


that time, and of course you will have to pay 


for taking that trunk to and from your house. 


The relative will protest mil Vv against 
ui 


your looki after the trunk, t you'll 


do it. You'll pay one dollar for dray: on 


every trunk that comes to your ouse 
and away from it while the exposi- 
tion lasts. That will bring you expenses 
for that one item alone up to $26, Now mark. 
The wheelbarrows I am selling will only cost 
$1.50 each. They are strong, serviceable, light 
and just the thing for knocking out an extor- 
tionate expressman’strust. All you have to do 
is to pay a boy ten cents for wheeling the trunk. 
Cost of wheelbarrow, $1.50. Expense for boy, 
twenty-six weeks, $2.60. Total, $3.10. Saving 
effected by adoption of wheelbarrow plan, 

21.90—enough to buy a hard coal stove, 

’m selling by sample, madam, you understand, 
I take your order now and deliver in the spring 
of 1893. Expect to sell 10,000 of them before 
that time. James, bring that wheelbarrow in- 
side the gate so the lady can see it, 

“He needn’t do it,” said the lady. ‘I don’t 
want it.” 

**T assure you madam, $1 50 is the very low- 
est figure at which you can buy the kind of 
wheelbarrow I am selling, and if I didn’t get it 
at a big discount from manufacturers’ prices 
on account of the quantity I expect to order I 
could not——” 

“T don’t want it, sir.” 

**Possibly you see no necessity of paying a 
boy ten cents for eech trip. There are boys, I 
admit, who will do it for five, if promised a 
regular job. Or you may have a boy of your 
own. In that case you save the entire ten 
cents. Total saving effected by the wheel- 
barrow plan——” 

**T have several boys, sir. I also have a hus- 
band” 

“Who is in the expressing business himself. 
Owns three or four wagons. Expects to make 
a good thing hauling trunks in 1893.” 

* You ought to have told me this when I be- 
gan, madam,” said the man as he backed down 
the steps. “I have wasted enough sound 
argument and good i og on you to have 
sold three or four of these machines to any 
ordinary customer. James, come along with 
that wheel-barrow over to the next house. 


Step lively, now, comfound you!” —Chicago 
Tribune. 





The favorite plant for table and parlor decorations. Fine 
health plants from 31.00 up. Palms two feet high for $2.50. 
Having imported a very large stock of we are able 
to sell them at a much oheaper rate than ever before of- 
fered in Toronto. Also 

Choice Roses, and all other seasonable flowers always 
onhand. Bridal Bouquets and Wedding Decorations 
a ty. Floral Tributes of all kinds made on short 


‘8. TIDY & SON, 164 Yonge Street. 
Camgraiemne and Greenhouses—477 and 490 Ontario 


Artistic Millinery 
THE FRENCH MILLINERY EMPORIUM 


63 King St. West 
(lst Floor—opp. Mail Office) 


We are now showing o@ full assortment of Autumn and 
Winter novelties. faction guaranteed. 


MRS. A. BLACK, «. 














FINE STATIONERY 


Isn’t it rather a queer idea for a 
first-class jewelry house to carry a 
line of stationery you ask? If by 
‘* queer idea” you mean a ‘‘ new idea,” 
we say YES so far as Canada is con- 
cerned. WE have, we believe, the 
credit of being the pioneers of the 
movement. 

So far as AMERICA is concerned, 
however, it is by no means a new 
ides, but quite an old one; in fact it 
is the exception to find a live, first- 
class jeweler on the other side who 
doesn’t keep it. Amongst the promi- 
nent houses making a specialty of it 
you find 


TiMaty @ OOwescicseccssscsevss New York 
Black, Starr & Frost..... New York 





Bailey, Banks & Biddle ...... Philadelphia 
Shrieve & Low ........--cecseeeees Boston 
Jaccard Jewelry Co........+.... St. Lou's 
GRE BORe vc cscvsdecccvees Washington 
Wright, Kay & Co................. Detroit 
M. H. Smith & Co.............+65- Detroit 


and hosts of others whose names we 
could give you. To this list we are 
adding the name or Ryrie Bros., 
Toronto. 

In doing so, however, we confine 
ourselves to the FINEST LINES 
ONLY, because we have neither the 
room nor inclination to carry the 
cheaper lines. You can get THEM 


anywhere, We show 5 qualities 
you can get NOWHERE in the city, 
ranging in price from 16c. to 40c. 
per quire. This Cepartment also in- 


cludes the engraving of Wedding In- 
vitations, Recepticn, Dinner and Call- 
ling Cards, Monograms and Crests 
in the most artisttc styles. 


See our samples and get estimates. 


RYRIE BROS. 


JEWELERS 
Cor. Yonge and Adela‘de Sts, 


LADIES, BE SURE AND SEE THE 
display of 


DRESS PLCAITINGS 
This week in the window at 427 Yonge Street 


MISS STACKHOUSE 
MiSs SULLIVAN 
Late of W. A. Murray & Co. 
Artistic Dressmaking 
76 CYLLEGE £TREET 


-~ FOR THE TEETH & 
wiieert 3.9 4 98. 


4 LA 
A OT : ms 
AS e MZ 
a dyad wed 2 
3 ros 


PRICE 


— ZOPZSA CHEMICAL CO.TO 





WE ANSWER YES! 


And furthermore cffer positive proof to that effect. Re- 
member, reader, if you buy diamonds from us you can get 


within 
15 PER CENT. IN CASH 


any time you wish to surrender them within a year. Every 
stone sold by us has a 


CASH SURRENDER VALUE 


DAVIS BROS’. 
ONE PRICE JEWELRY STORE 


130 Yonge Street 
THE NARRAGANS+ T 













“ A: ~S icy i ; 
HOME EXERCIFER 
(shown in above illustration) is the most perfect apparatus 
ever devised for indoor exercise. It is er noiseless, 
no oil or lubrication of any kind is required, it occupies 
only a few inches cf floor room, and can be instantly ad- 
justed to suit the strength of anyone. It can beset up 
anywhere ready for use in a few minutes, with the aid only 
of a screw-driver. It is just the thing for the business 
man, the student, the professional man or the athlete, and is 
specially valuable for the use of ladies and children. Call 
and see it or send for price list and descriptive catalogue to 
ge SS, 35 King st. West, Toronto, Agent for 
ntario. 


of mumsSime 
SCARCE GOODS 


Just received, a full range of Black Ribbon 
Velvets in several qualities and in all widths. 

New Fall Goods in every department ina 
few days. 


DIREOT IMPORTERS 


212 YONGE STREET 


CURLINE 
DORENWEND’'S 
Beralg? ie ea” Cesis” seb, 


<> e its € tor 
days, wet or wind—a 
fine thin, 


and will prove itself invaluable 
to every . 


Guaranteed Frew of All Harm- 
ful Properties 
Price 50 Cente 


All druggiste will shortly have it for 
gale ; meanwhile only to be had 


A. DORENWEND 
THE MANUFACTURER 
Paris Hair Works, 

108 and 105 Yonge Street 
ANCING SELF TAUGHT 

Dances and 


New Edition of Letost 





sarvouittttng Rndoreed by Wading wuthorttea, |Full in 
us le new 
t _ Parisian Successes, which will be 


the craze during the coming season. No person in society 
should be without it. Free with our elegant Ill. paper, 3 


mos., 250. 
A. W. MINNEY, Yarmouth, N.S, 





JAMES HARRIS & CO. 


99 YONGE STREET 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


FINE FURS 


We have now a complete stock of Fur Goods for the 
coming Winter’s trade. 


SPECIAL REDUCTIONS 


Made upon all Furs purchased or ordered 
during August and September 


SEALSKIN GARMENTS A SPECIALTY 
Fur Lined Circulars 


And all the Latest Novelties in 
Seal, Beaver, Persian and Astrachan Fur 
Capes and Muffs of all kinds 


FANCY FUR RUGS 


Sole Agents for Edward Miller’s New York Hats— 
Styles Correct. Battersbys & Woodson London Hats. 
We take the lead. “Send for our new Iilustrated 
Catalogue—just issued.” 


JAMES HARRIS & Co. 


99 Yonge Street, Toronto 


Some corsets MEXICAN ART POTTERY 


are never easy, 











i =| _ The pottery made at GUADALAJARA is more widel 
t h e re Is al —— oy oo oe manufacture. It 
fin ie of a peculiar kind of clay not found in any other part 
ways a sti ess 2 a ae — — ory _ cools by the evapora- 
ion e surface oO: at which ses thro the 
about them and sides of the vessel—an item of importante where ico canaot 





Toronto, Ont. 


MANUFACTURED BY THE 


the period of stom triadecusdasjare "the cold power of Gecdue 
: Ss Aztecs, and may really be called a race of potters. This 
; 4 tery is soft baked, without glaze, but highly polished. 
In has no er d. What a relief in silver, gold and bright colors. I have = opened an 
assortment of this ware in Bottles, Cups, Plates, Mugs, &c. 
one corset that is absolutely | WEDDING GIFTS A SPECIALTY 
faultless, that fits perfectly, — 
WILLIAM JUNOR 
vince the most skeptical of its | 
wonderful merit. Why not | 109 King St. West - - Toronto, Ont. 
while, for the money is re- PERFUMES 
turned if you are not satisfied, | ; .bin's, atkinson’s 
Colgate’s, Ricksecker’s 
iver’s, Rimmel’s 
And other noted makers, in ONE, TWO and FOUR ounce 
Creat Suecess ver the Yankees ye Ne ry ng he clluved to make a cheaper 
[ Cd k Ccess ver é all GES perfume and let them do their cwn diluting if they wish. 
u To llowng i the cart cony of ter of conga J. A. McARTHUR 





é jara.” The people who make it are true descendants of the 
breaking them 
e colors are gray, red and black, elaborately decorated 
it is then, that there is.at least | “Another package of BELLEEK to hand. 
that needs only a trial to con- 
Telephone 2177 
try it? It is surely worth 
SEE OUR ASSORTMENT 
hence you run no risk. 
Lundborg’s, Gosnell’s 
CROMPTON CORSET CO. 
bottles. We have also the LEADING ODORS in bulk, 
article, but we pref: r to supply our customers with a good 
which took place in New York September 10, 1890, and in DRUGGIST 


~~ = = s T. Armand, ~ Fashionable Hairdresser, 
air an erfume Dealer, 40 onge Street, Toronto, for 
which he exhibited two styles. The letter is as follows : Opp. Shuter Street 


STEIN & HYMAN 


Human Bair and Hair Dressers’ Materials 
68 E. 12th St., bet. Broadway and 5th Ave. 


230 Yonge Street - 
WE USE THE BEST TFAS FROM 


CHINA, JAPAN AND INDIA 


New York, Sept. 13, 1890. 
To make our famous 


Mr. T. Armand, Toronto: 


Duar Sir,—Allow us to offer our sincere congratulations 
on your euccess in taking the prize in the Hair-dressing 
Competition. We ourselves are fully convinced that the 
Laurel wreath ot Master belongs to you, no matter what 
the decision of judges might be and no matter how the 
medals are disposed of. Yours truly, 

Sram & Hyman. 


OOLONG AND ASSAM BLENDS 


Which produce as fine a cup of tea as the mort fastidious 
tea-drinker could wish. Our custcmers use these blends 
ae in and year out. That isa proof of their gcod quali- 
ties. 





The Geo. W. Shaver Co., Ltd. 


__ 244 Yonge St. ’Phone 1850 


MISS BURNETT 
Freneh Millinery 
Dress: Mantle Making 


117 Yonge Street 


(LAST SIDE) 


TORONTO 


H. S. MORISON & CO. 


216 and 218 Yonge Street 


ARE SHOWING IN 


MANTLES 


The very latest imported Novelties in Stylish Street Jackets, Wraps, &c., &c. 
assortment to choose from. PRICES all marked in plain figures, 


IN DRESS GOODS 


We are showing some very handsome French Combination Dresses, French Tweeds, Cheviot 
Suitings, Rough Diagonal Serges and Handsome Brocade Trimming Silks. 


New Department Opened 


A department for making Children’s Dresses from 5 to 12 years of age, including the making 
up of Ladies’ Wrappers and Dressing Jackets, 





HE BEST PLACE IN THE CITY IS 


CUNNINGHAM’S JEWELRY STORE 
For Manufacturing New Designs in 


Jewelry, Diamonds and Watches 
77 Yonge St., 2 Doors North of King 














Immense 


STAPLE DEPARTMENT—Replete with a large assortment of Tablings, Sheetings, 
Biankets, Covers, &c, 


DRESS AND MANTLE MAKING AN ART WITH US 
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FIRST HALF OF A TWO PART STORY. 


A NEER-DO-WEEL ~ 


It was four o’clock on a June afternoon, and ; lein von Mahlstock’s wonderful tact, which 
every one in Badwiesen was free to sit down | could turn even such an incident as this to 
and enjoy the band and the shade of the Kur- | account in propitiating a querulous nervous 
garten trees—as good citizens who had been up | invalid. ” 
at six and dined at half-past twelve could do After that the lodgers on the ground floor 
with clear consciences. It was Wednesday | and the little lady at the top of the house be- 


do with me? I declare I have my pe rt 

roperly vise in my portmanteau at the Trois 
Rots; and, if that Roman-nosed lady in blue 
does not remove her gaze from my counten- 
ance, I will straightway send a messenger to 
fetch it for her inspection !” 

What a very odd girl this was! She did not 
laugh and reply and become fast friends with 
Dick Redmond in five minutes, as most girls 
did ; she only raised her delicate eyebrows and 
looked at him seriously, as if she did not quite 
understand the language in which he spoke. 
Perhaps he was wrong *nd she was not Eng- 
lish, as he had imagined from her appearanc- 
and her name, for he had not fully undegstood 
her friend the Fraulein. Perhaps she was a 
married lady, and resented his tone of easy 
friendliness as unbefitting her position. Think- 
ing thus, there was more deference in his man- 
ner as he again— 

**May I not get you some more coffee? Miss 
von Mablstock is pouring that out for me; but 
I am far too shy to drink ic all by myself. Do 
let me give her your cup to refill, or I shall 
never forgive myself for interrupting this 
symposium! Won’t you make up for lost time 
like that lady in the corner?’ 

He lowered his voice and pushed his chair 
back a little that Amy might see her, with 
handkerchief and plate on her knee, cutting 
with a determined air a large wedge of cherry 
tart. Miss Forrester, who could count the 
number of men she knew on the fingers of one 
hand, who had been thoroughly frightened b 
the novelty of the situation and the easy self- 

ssion of the stranger, began to smile be- 
‘ore she knew what she was doing; and Mr. 
Redmond took beart again. 

“That is the Countess von Hungerstein,” she 
replied, in a pretty low voice unmistakably 
English. ‘‘She comes from a very wild, un- 
cultivated part of Silesia; perhaps cherry tart 
is not known there!” 


(To be Continued. ) 





































































: the men, amongst whom were many | came friends—a curious one-sided friendship; 
$13 i saerals and cohemee | had become abeorbed for it was always the Fraulein who offered the 
in the military papers which were published | kiss, while Amy Forrester, with a frightened 
on that day ; while the women had their knit- | side glance at her brother, timidly held her 
ting or their more fashionable tatting, and sat | cheek to receive it. 1t was not a mere gushing 
chatting, wrapped in Scotch plaid shawls of | acquaintance. The German lady saw quickly 
astounding brilliancy. Some had their girls | enough the manner of man she had to deal 
beside them—demure pink-cheeked smaller | with, and played her cards accordingly ; and 
copies of themselves ; but most of the young | her timely offer on dull afternoons to play 
people walked up and down the gravell cribbage wih the captain gave Amy a 
space in front of the chairs and the trees to the | taste of hitherto unknown freedom. - The 
tune of the artillery band, which was playing | Fraulein’s books and sketches were at their 
a swinging waltz in a pavilion like a great | disposal; and sometimes her descriptions of 
blue umbrella. It was almost as good as waltz- | people and adventures, given in her sternly- 
ing, the girls thought, to walk up and down in | grammatical and execrably-pronounced Eng- 
the sunshine after the work of the day was | lish, would keep them laughing as they had 
over—esp:cially if one was joined by one’s | never laughed in all their wanderings. On 
favorite lieutenant. rare occasions she would supplement his half- 

Under the tulip-tree on this especial after- | grudging assent by vigorous action, and whirl 
moon Fraulein von Mahistock was giving a) Amy off to see a little Badwiesen life in the 
birthday feast to some of the best people of the | Kurgarten, leaving the invalid to console him- 

lace—all ladies, of course ; for atternoon coffee | self with the English oa which she 
n Badwiesen was not like afternoon tea any- | had dexterously kept out of his reach all day 
where else, and no gentleman would be wel- 
come at it even if he had the hardihood to 
present himself. As it was, though the feast 
took place in full view of all the town, none 
appeared to take any notice of Fraulein von 
Manistock and her guests, who sat at a round 
table covered with coffeecupsand plates of cakes, 
all talking at once. The hostess was a charm. 


until he was left to his own resources. 

Oa account of her present birthday feast—a 
well-organized one, which she had planned for 
some days previously—she had obtained Amy's 
release from the wheeled chair for some hours 
—Casapain Forrester had business-letters to 
write, and did not ‘‘want the girl fussing 
about all the afternoon.” So his sister was 





ing little cosmopolitan lady whom everybody | graciously permitted to be off duty till 
liked, so universal were her a ae supper time. She had changed her usual Especially Soft. 


sombre garb too in honor of the _ holi- 
day and her friend’s love of finery, and Luxurious, soft and warm is the universal 
in which she looked | opinion about the newly introduced Health 
undervests for ladies and children. ben ou 
rsuaded to 


ready was her help, so genial her manner. 
at present she was crazy about painting, and 
spent half her time in an atmosphere of tur- 
pentine in an artist’s studio, rushing off every 
now and then for a day's sketching in the 
woods, arrayed in a wonderful painting pina- 
fore and surrounded by an enthusiastic court 
of artistic girls eager to depict the tumble- 
down Castle of Badwiesen. frills and puffings, which made the two Russian 

This day was one of Fraulein von Mahlstock’s | ladies look as if they had stepped out of the last 
numerous birthdays—she had one whenever an | number of Le Follet. The sentimental young 
cavalry officer recently arrived from Dresden, 


wore a white dres 
charming, tbough, to be sure, it could not com- 


are in “‘ smartness” with the blue-and-pink | ask to see these goods, don’t be 
a asenanet tart not stamped plainly with the word 


buy an 
- Healt "as without this —" not genuine, 
For sale by W. A. Murray & Co. 


ribbons of the other girls, the coronal of parti- 
colored roses on Fraulein von Mahlstock’s 
bonnet, or the confections of lace and feathers, 





Up Snowdon. 





excuse was necessary for some little extra in- 
dulgence in coffee and confectionery, and, as | who had lately taken to riding past the For- What is more foolish than the ambition of 
she never seemed to grow any older, no one | resters’ window at a certain hour every morn- | the untrained Londoner—especially if that 
ing, declared to his bosom friend, who was | Londoner be a lady—who rushes from Gower 
treating him to Bavarian beer two tables | street to the Alps and walks twenty miles a 
away from the coffee party, that the English | day, instead of two hundred yards to the omni- 
dess—a very fine | bus? Nothing; and sheruins her constitution. 


ever found fault with their frequent recurrence, 
which resulted in much innocent conviviality. 
Round her were all the girls from the studio, 
her present bevy of satellites, two Russian la- | lady was ‘‘a es god 
dies whom she had known in R»>me the winter | creature!” And, having reached this climax, | But let her take an easy, comfortable hill, and 
before, and an English girl called Amy For- | he drew a vocabulary from his pocket, and be- | get to the summit in five miles of quite toler- 
rester, who lived in the same house with her | came absorbed in an imaginary conversation | able walking; and, in so doing, see a hundred 
containing such usefal sentences as ‘‘ Let these | views all lovely and all different ; and will she 
boots be soled and heeled,” “I want to buy | not bein every way the better for it, in none 
some silk pocket handkerchiefs,” in order to be | the worse? And this is what she may do, by 
going up Snowdon from Llanberis. 


and whose acquaintance she had speedily made 
upon the staircase which connected their re- 
spective rooms. TheFraulein had a wonderful 
knack of making acquaintances in railway car- 
riazes, on steamers, on the staircases of hotels | itself for m The Lianberis route is the beaten track, of 
or the backs of donkeys ; but somehow she had | ance. course ; but, except in August, one need not 
also a strongiy-developed faculty of discrimina- The coffee party went on merrily—all talking | fear to find it crammed with travelers like the 
tion, and the people she picked up by chance | at once in that mixed music which is so cheer- | ‘‘ regular Swiss round.” Even, we would say, 
were nearly always the right people, who added | ing to the ears of the entertainer ; even the | is it just as well—except in August—to take a 
somethiug to the general weal, and of whom | Russian ladies, who at the beginning of the | guide: he saves time, he takes you out of the 
one cid not long to be rid after half an hour’s | afternoon threatened to be difficile in amalga- | straight road, now and again, to unsuspected 
conversation. — with the German element, had grown | bits of loveliness ; and he does not speak un- 
Amy Forrester was not like the usual run of | quite lively, and were stamping their feet on | less spoken to. And, then, there are mists and 
English girls with whom Badwiesen was well | the gravel in an animated description of a bal | deaser fogs that come on quite unexpectedly 
acquainted. She had little in common with | masque at Montreux. atall time. One hapless voyager has written, 
the buxom schoolgirls, or the independent Amy Forrester was sitting by, amused and | this spring, in the visitors book at the little 
artist class of unattached spinsters who strode | more light-hearted than she had felt for years, | cottage halfway up: ‘“‘Have made fourteen 
about with portfolios or music-cases. She was | listening to the babel of conversation and anec- | ascents this year, and only found the top clear 
a girl who knew nobody, who had brought no | dote in various languages which she could fol- | twice!” Then a guide is useful; but the safest 
introductions, who did not seek to get into any | low, 7 n. she was rather shy of speaking | way is to arrange to have a perfect day—not 
particular s2t, but was in constant attendance | herself. Her hands were idly Seegnelt ta her | too hot, not too cold, clear and cloudless—-as 
from morning till night on an invalid brother | lap; she had pushed her chair a little way | did certain happy travelers this summer. 
—on whose account the Forresters had come | from the table—for her appetite for sugar cakes Then, even the first two miles along the 
to the healing waters of Badwiesen. had been easily appeased—and she was basking | slope beside the broad valley were a delight ; 
Nobody had particularly noticed the tall, | in the sunshine, though her face was shad though generally the first miles of an uphill 
slim girl dressed in black who went about her | by a wide-brimmed straw hat. ’ walk seem the worst, and though it is some 
shopping in the early morning when everybody A man who had been sauntering up and | time before that valley becomes especially 
else was due at the springs; she seldom ap- | down tnegravel path caught sight of the white | beautiful. There are fine views, however, of 
ared ia the Kurgarten during the band play- | figure sitting at a little distance from the rest, | crowding hilltops away to the right, with their 
ing, though sometimes, as the crowds dis- | and for a moment his eyes rested on it with | wild Welsh names, Moel Cynghorion and the 
persed from this center of attraction, some one | satisfaction; then they were turned inquir- | like, a terror to the Saxon! 
might remark the bath-chair with the querul- | ingly to the rest of the party, noting the | Then your guide leads you to the left, and, 
ous lame brother and the tall attendant | languid fashionable air of the Russians, the | sittingon a slope, you look sheer down into 
sister coming slowly homewards from some | German girls still attacking the dishes and | the dark and splendid Pass of Lianberis. The 
long country walk by the back paths | cups, Frauleinvon Mahlstock gesticulating with | great quarry faces you, across the narrow vale, 
of the flowering winding gardens. But, | her parasol. A look of pleased recognition | and to the rigns a road sweeps far beneath, 
since Fraulein von Mahlstock had made friends | lighted up his face, and he muttered, ‘“‘ That | towards the lofty gorge. Down bz2low, to the 
with the girl, and had brought her—on rare | little Will-o’-the-wisp, I declare!” as he | coaches driving in from Bettws-y-Coed, past 
occasions, when she would consent to leave | stepped forward hastily and the coffee-party | Moel Siabod, this pass has only a tragic gloom 
her brother—to hear the four o'clock concert, | divided to admit him into its circle. as of a Vale of Glencoe, sprinkled with its 
people had begun to find out that there was There was quite a chorus of exclamations of | huge stones; but looking down upon that 
something unusual about her—that she had | astonishment at his tem:2rity from the other | darkness and the stern rocks, one sees the 
beautiful yellow hair, gray eyes, and arched | visitors to the garden, who had been covertly | beauty and brightness that relieve them— 
eyebrows, a pure white complexion which | watching the entertainment all the afternoon, | wherein is a text for a sermon, and a very well. 
flushed a lovely carnation tint when anything | but would no more have thought of disturbing | worn one. 
moved her to speak warmly, and that her | it than of upsetting its extra sized coffee.pot. Back in the path, leaving the halfway cot- 
cheeks had some most charming dimples when | All the ‘‘mammas” of Badwiesen whose | tage behind, there comes perhaps the steepest 
she smiled. daughters had not been invited shuddered at | bit of the day’s walk; but on the heights are 
There had been very little smiling in her life | the escape their girls had had; all the other | things lovely and varied to be seen for our 
at Badwiesen until the Fraulein’s kindly | ‘‘mammas” whose girls were in such danger | repayment—and near the top the cold water of 
friendship had formed a link between the | began signalling that they were preparing for | ‘‘the highest spring in Great Britain” is, in 
Forresters and the outer world. home, and that the Fraulein’s party should be | itself, payment for much. Below us to the 
Captain Forrester, the hero of his orphan | considered at anend. And all this flutter was | right lie clustered half a dozen little lakes, of 
sister, had come home from India a perfect | caused by the tall Englishman whose shadow | an intense blue-green, studding like jewels the 
wreck, the victim of climate, reckless living, | had fallen across Amy Forrester’s white gown | bases of the peaks; and on the left a sudden 
and a neglected wound—not an honourable | as he pushed aside the garden-chairsand seized | rise in the road brings us to a view unexpec‘ed 
scar, as poor Amy had at first fondly believed, | the hostess’s hand in the uncompromising sav- | and magnificent. Here precipices surround a 
but the result of a fvolish quarrel and absurd | age Eaglish fashion, without the courtesy of a | kind of crater—was there long ago a giant vol- 
duel with a brother-officer, which affair had | single ere bow—without so much as | cano here in Wales, now all extinct and harm- 
ended in Forrester’s resigning his commission | first bringing his heels together with a snap,as | less? There is a reddish, sombre beauty in 
in disgust—-'* The very best thing he could in | the smallest cadet in the Military School would | these high walls round the dark pool of Glaslyn, 
the circumstances,” said every one who knew | have had the politeness to do. that looks from above a tiny pond. A path 
anything about them—and returning to Europe | Amy Forrester glanced upward at the in- | that is merely one line slants up the face of the 
a dissatisfied broken down man. Instead of | truder, and saw a broad-shouldered dark man | steep; and sometimes, but a little way below 
the happy home-life to which Amy had b:2en | with a pleasant-looking face, close-cropped hair | as it seems, you see a man’s figure glide along 
looking forward ever since she could remember, | a little gray at the sides, and a black mustache, | it—a tiny thing, that a b'ade of grass would 
there then began that hopeless wanderin under which lurked a rather mischievous smile | tower above! 
about the Continent in search of health which | as he became aware of the commotion he was The topmost height has still to be climbed—a 
xo many look back upon with desolate heart- | creating. stiffish scramble, but with a fairly good path 
sinking. ** Aren’t pou glad to see me again, Miss ven | allthe way. A dark mound of stones tops all 
By the time they had reached Badwiesen | Mahlstock?” he asked of the bewildered little | —the odd fifty feet of the 3550. or whatever i: 
George Forrester was a helpless cripple, and | hostess, who stood alternately staring at him | is—with the post or flagstaff up above, with 
was quickly adding hopelessness to his many | and glancing aporehensively at the rest of her | which men characteristically make higher that 
other undesirable characteristics. His selfish- | company and the wreck of her party, some of | which was highest already.. Two huts at the 
ness and Amy's thraldom increased as the con- whom had drawn back, while others were | foot of the mound constitute the inn accom- 
viction was forced upon him that he would | ebviously collecting their belongings prepara- | modation of these altitudes, and furnish bac-n 
mever again be able to disp»nse with the | tory to taking their departure. and eggs, bread and cheese and stout, to the 
wheeled chair in which his old soldier-servant ‘Of course I am delighted, Mr. Redmond,” | hungry, with beds for the romantic traveler 
had dragged him to and fro at most of the | she replied, though her puzzled face belied her | who wou'd see the sunrise from Snowdon. 
health-resorts of Germany. And so it came | words. ‘‘ But you drop upon me from the | The bread, at least, is excellent ; and, as every- 
about that his sister's life was narrowed down | heavens, and you expect me to take it as an | thing else has to be brought up these three 
to the bare ministering to his real and fancied | every-day affair! I leave you one year at Cairo, | thousand five hundred feet on horseback, 
requirements, until Fraulein von Mahlstock’s | and suddeniy you appear at Badwiesen with | criticism may just as well be silent—or exhaust 
friendship had intervened in spite of the | your ‘How do you do?’ and you take away my | itself in enthusiasm about the view. 
austerity with which Captain Forrester con- | breath! Here—sit down and drink a cup of First of all, beneath your feet, almost due 
trived to hedge himself about on arriving at a | coffee, and I will present you toa fellow-coun | east, in a sort of valley, sleeps a sort of double 
new place. If the Fraulein had the misfortune | trywoman. Mr. Redmond, of the British army | lake; there is here an irregular triangle of 
to upset all her sketching materials with a | —Miss Forrester.” hills, towards the base of which you are look- 
clatter outside the Forresters’ entry just as The stranger sank into a chair next to the | ing. Llyn Llydaw, the lake below, looks pre- 
the brother and sister were coming forth for | girl in white, and the Fraulein breathed again. | cisely as it does in the map, because distance 
their afternoon walk—he in the whezled chair, | No one was compromised by this introduction. | has robbed it of all (shall we say ?) ite humanity. 
she with books and shawls and piraphernalia | The German girls on the opposite side of the | It is dead and silent as a pond ina rock ; shiny, 
for his comfort—what was to be done | table again turned their attention to their | like painted oilcloth almost, not glimmerin 
but for the procession to delay a little | coffee-cups; the Russian ladies, who had taken | like water. The rocks, the white narrow conde 
while Amy went to the rescue of the | but a feeble interest in the new-comer, were | the water, all stand out stiffly as if modelled ; 
little lady artist? Of course Fraulein von | appeased with the explanation, “ A great Eng- | they remind you somehow of those relief maps 
Mahistock had encumbered herself with half a | lish traveller, but unable to speak any language | wherein Mont Blanc will sometimes tower to 
dozen more things than she could conveniently | but his own.” Dick Redmond could speak | the sixth part of an inch. To the right is more 
carry—a large bunch of flowering lilac, a cake | French like a native, having had extensive | broken ground, as of a valley into whose sides 
for supper, books from the library, as well as opportunities of cultivating that language in | othe: valleys discharge themselves ; and, be- 
the paint box and portfolio and folding ease) | ali sorts of French society ; but it was doubtful | hind it, far away. there run, almost parallel, a 
which strewed the stairs, Even the taciturn | whether he would have troubled himself to | riverand aroad. Beyond these is lower ground. 
Captain laughed at her futile attempts to get talk it to spinsters of a certain age like the | Going round the mouatain-top you com? upon 
her belongings together; and Amy, who had a | ladies in question while a charming girl like | those cluatering lakes, and the downward route 
craze for helping people, had run two or three | Amy Forrester was close by. to Beddgelert, and the many hills that pound 
times up to the little lady’s own landing with Amy looked up again at her hostess’ quaint | the valley curving to Llanberis. Beyond these, 
her various effects before she recollected that | introduction, and found that her companion | dim and maplike, are outlines of the bay and a 
George had a horror of strangers, and had | was smiling and evidently expected her to do | shimmer of sea, 
exoressed a wish on their first arrival in Bad- | the same. Then dinner, and so back, on this perfect 
wiesen that she should make no acquaintances. “*The British army’ is rather a vague term, | day—this day which is the very one we wished 
Bat there was George, as she came slowly | and I left it—worse luck !—long before I had | for, and with which we natora ly begin to find 
down-s‘airs from her last trip to the top of the | the honor of making Miss von Mahistock’s | fault. For we havea grievance ; the day is like 
house, talking quite cheerfully to the Fraulein | acquaintance one winter at Shepherd's Hotel ; | all really great things and men, from Aristides 
in the smudgy pinafore, and smelling the lilac | but it was very clever of her to name and place | downwards—it is too good. Here we are above 
blossoms which were the last of her scattered | me at once when I took her so completely by | cloud level, and there is not a cloud for us to 
properties ! 7 surprise. Do tell me’—in a more confidential | look down upon ; and your Londoner has been 
A nice well-bred little woman!” he said | tone, as the girl did not make any remark— | on the wrong side of s0 many clouds that he 
gracious! » when the chair was at last started. | “have I disturbed any very solemn function? | longs to trample on them for once in a way. 
I shouldn't mind knowing her. I don’t think | Have I intruded unwarrantably on a society of | This we sa aloud, not as precisely blaming 
she would bore me ”-~a grand tribute to Frau- ' notables who don’t want to have anything te ' the guide, 


ready for any opportunity that might present 
ing the strange lady's acquaint- 
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have been led to expect. But that guide must 
have relations—down below. For, as soon as 
we have spoken, what is this thing ere 
from the cliff side, almost below our feet ! A 
little mist, a thread of smoke, as it were, from 
some cleft or fissure which acts as chimney to 
gnome-dwellings in the rock. Before we are 
resolved what it is, another rises beside it ; and 
so another, a little below, and then another; 
and in the briefest space—moments rather than 
minutes since all was clear—there is a sea of 
mist beneath us, we are above the clouds ! 

And so, all the way down, there are the 
grandest cloud-effects beside us, along that 
sombre pass—now ghostly in its grey attire— 
and behind us, and above. Darknesses are 
piled up, stealthy arms stretch across the 
mountain ; the change is weird and awful from 
the brightness of mid-day of not an hour ago. 
But once, halfway down the broad valley, we 
see across a hillside to the southward, through 
a break between two meeting ranges, a vale 
where the sun is shining, where all is clear 
sky, and colour and joy, framed, as it were, in 
the gloomiest purple cloud and shadowed 
mountain-side. Some such view must have 
brought to Johnson's mind the vision of his 
Happy Valley: must have given to many a 
dreamer the scene for his Utopia. One is 
tempted to cross thither, over valley and hill— 
wilfully forgetting that clouds move, that the 
straight road before us will take us most 
quickly to just such a Welsh tourist-town as 
that which looks so heavenly far away. 
Quickly indeed we race down hill, splashing 
through mossy, watery bits, ruining for ever 
boots that were not built for mountaineering! 
It is easy work to descend in a quarter of the 
time that we took in the climb-up—especially 
if we have just one hour to catch a train in, 
and the long legs of an impatient guide stride 
easily half a mile ahead of us!—Jllustrated 
News of the World. 








A Philosophical Child. 


“Mollie, I wish you would be a better little 

gir »’ said a fond father to his little daughter. 
* You have no idea how sorry Iam that mamma 

has to scold you always.” 

“Don’t worry about it, papa,” was the reply 
of the little angel; ‘‘I am not one of those 
sensitive children. Half the time I don’t hear 
what she says.” —Chatter. 





A Scolding Husband Cured. 


A woman, whom her husband used fre- 
quently to scold, went to a cunning man to 
inquire how she might cure him of his bar- 
barity. The sagacious soothsayer heard 
her complaint; and, after pronouncing 
some hard words, and using various gesticu- 
lations, while he filled a phial with colored 
liquid, desired her, whenever her husband 
was in a passion, to take a mouthful of 
the liquor and _ keep it in her mouth for 
tive minutes, The woman, quite overjoyed 
at so simple a remedy, strictly followed the 
counsel which was given her, and by her silence 


escaped the usual annoyance. The contents of 
the bottle being at last expended, she returned 
to the cunning man and anxiously begged to 
have another possessed of the same virtue. 

‘“*Daughter,” said the man, “there was 
nothing in the bottle but brown sugar and 
water. When your husband is in a passion, 
hold your tongue, and, my life on it, he will 
not scold you in future.— Ledger. 





A Close Call. 


An old-fashioned dry goods merchant doing 
business in one of the interior towns for many 
ears failed the other day, and when an agent 
or one of the creditors reached the place it 
was to find the proprietor working hard to 
figure it out. 

**Lands! but I can’t see why 1 should fail,” 
he kept on saying. ‘*‘ Mabbe, though, I didn’t 
collect sharp enough.” 

“You have a heap of old goods here,” said 
the agent, 

‘** Yes, more or less.” 

“When did you take your last inventory?” 
asked the agent, looking round. 

“ Inventory?” 

“vu” 

“Take everything down?” 

“ Yes.” 


**And make out a list?” 
‘ Yes.” 


wy ona put down the cost?” 

* Yes.’ 

* And dust off the shelves and mop the floor 
and hang up some laces and ribbons?” 

** That's it.” 

** And clean the windows and paint the front 
of the store?” 

“ Yes.” 

“I never went into that. I was going to one 
day about fifteen years ago, but they had a 
wrestling match in town and I let the inven- 
tory zo. Mercy on me, but I can’t understand 
no how why I should fail.”— Waverly Magazine. 


—————_—eo—___—__——" 


Identification. 


Charles Chapman, father of ex-Postmaster 
Chapman, was a lawyer, keen, witty, and suc- 
cessful. On one occasion a Baptist minister 
came before him as a witness, and Chapman 
asked him what his business was, 

“Taman humble candle of the Lord,” replied 
the yerege. 

Yes,” said Chapman, “I see, a dipped 
candle.”—Hartford Times. 








A Good and Faithful Servant. 


Mistress—Miss Langworthy is a vegetarian, 
Bridget. When you make pies again please 
make one for her with butter for the crust in- 
stead of lard. 

(Two days later)—“‘ Did you make a pie with 
a butter crust for Miss Langworthy, Bridget ?” 

“Yes, mum.” 

** What kind of a pie is it ?” 

** Mince, mum,”—Judge. 





Following the Directions. 





Nimrod Jones—Tom said that ths doz would print straight atth»gams. Look at his tall! 


yonder.— Munsey's, 
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Juliet, the Orphan. 


“ Well, Juliet, what are you calculating to 


do?” said Mrs. Murdright. 

‘+ It’s time to make up your mind about some- 
thing, you know,” 
Juniata J _——. 

Juliet May lifted her heavy head, and looked 
at them with vague surprise. 


“Do?” she repeated. *‘* What's there to do? 


I don’t know what you all mean.” 

She was a dark, large-eyed girl with cheeks 
as pale asa calla-leaf, aS ish luxuriance of 
jet-black hair, and a slight figure, which 
seemed to be bound by the weight of her deep 
mourning. Mrs. Murdright was a tall, mascu- 
line woman, with iron gray hair and a square 
chin. Miss Jessup wore spectacles, and moved 
around in an active, jerky way, like an extra 
large-sized canary bird. 

**It’s a week to-morrow since your pa was 
buried,” added Mre. Murdright. 

Juliet winced. 

“Yes,” she said, “I know it, 
papa 4” 

“There, there,” said Miss Jessup, as the 
young orphan hid her face in her hands, “don’t 
give way. It’s unchristian, and it’s uncomfort- 
able, too!” ; 

** And it’s high time,” steadily observed Mre. 
Muraright, ‘‘that you looked matters in the 
face, Juliet May. You’ve got your living to 
earn, and—” 

‘But I thought I was to live with you,” said 
poor Juliet, who was as ignorant in the ways 
of the world asa six-month-old infant. You 
= my, mother’s sister, Aunt Murdright, 
and—— 

“That is hardly a reason why I should 
undertake to support every relative I have 

ot inthe world,” said, Mrs. Murdright, sourly. 

ou aren’t a child, Juliet. You was eighteen 
last month, and there’s many a girl of your 
age earns her own living and lays up a hand- 
some sum besides. And it’s cloee on the first 
of June, and I need every room I have to let to 
summer. boarders.” 

‘“*And there is no reason,” supplemented 
Miss Juniata, skillfully seizing the opportunity 
to strike it when Mrs. Murdright paused for 
lack of breath, ‘‘why you should sit with 
folded hands while your cousin Artemisia 
works in the skirt-factory, and Louisa Lacy 
goes out to tailoring.” 

Juliet sat looking from one to the other, 
while her heart seemed to stand still within 
her. At the Grange she had always lived in 
luxury. She had been the darling and idolized 
child of a doting father. She had never paused 
to consider the question of mere money. All 
good and lovely things seemed to assemble 
around her by magic. Every one had spoken 
tenderly to her; and now—and now—” 

‘What amI to do, Aunt Murdright?” she 
faltered. ‘Is all my money spent?’ 

* Your money!” hysterically echoed Miss 


Oh, papa! 


Jessup. ‘Poor child! You haint got none. 
It’s ‘all one in rash speculations and mad 
inventions,” 


‘Juniata speaks only the truth,” said Mrs, 
Murdright, stiffly, as Juliet’s eyes sought hers 
as if to ask corroboration of the little old 
maid's unfeeling words. ‘* You're as good as a 
beggar, and you must begin to consider in seri- 
ous earnest what you are to do for your bread. 
I can’t undertake to support you.” 

Juliet put her little cold hand in a patheti- 
cally pleading way on Mrs. Murdright’s. 

*“Aunt,” said she, ‘“‘couldn’t I stay here? 
Couldn't I make myself useful to you?” 

Mrs, Murdright shrugged her shoulders. 

‘I’m very sorry,” said she, ‘‘ but I don’t re- 
quire any one to play the piano and‘sit around 
the house in picturesque positions, and be 
waited on. You haven't been brought up as 
my girls are, Juliet May!” 

Juliet recoiled as if a serpent had stung her; 
she turned to Miss Jessup. 

**Cousin Juniata,” she said, ‘* you, too, are 
my relative! Aid me! Advise me! You 
have age and experience—I am like a lost child 
in this great, cruel, grinding world ! 

Verily Juliet May was but a novice in all 
conventional wisdom, or she never would have 
alludea so unguardedly to the age and experi- 
ence of the sprightly spinster. Miss Jessup 
bridled. 

“TI really don’t know that I have anything to 
say,” said she. ‘As Mrs. Murdright remarks, 
people must expect to work in this world ! 

But Miss Jessup studiously banished from 
her recollction the fact that, when she had 
first set up dressmaking for herself, Squire 
May had generously lent her money for her 
lease, furniture, stock and fixtures. He had 
never claimed a cent of interest ; he had never 
so much as hinted at the repayment of his 
loan, and she had been equally silent. And it 
is to be presumed that she had quite forgotten 
the whole circumstance, when she added, with 
some little vindictiveness : 

* And, to my mind, it would have been a deal 
wiser if your papa had looked alittle more 
closely to his money, instead of lending it to 
ne'er-do-wells like Chauncey Graham to 
squander !” 

**Cousin Chauncey was always good and 
kind !” cried Juliet, re up. ‘*He would 
have paid papa, if he could And it is mean 
and dishonorable of you to say such things as 
these, Juniata Jessup |” 

- Hoity-toity !” cried Miss Jessup. ‘Mean! 
Dishonorable! Well, if he ain’t both, let him 

ut in an appearance and say what he has 
ie with that money!’. 

As Mr. Graham was at that moment sup- 
posed to be in Australia, engaged in the man- 
agement of amammoth sheep farm, this was 
perhaps a rather unreasonable demand. But, 
to Miss Jessup’s infinite amazement, and, per- 
haps, to her discomfiture as well, the front 
door was pushed open at that juncture, and a 
bronzed, bearded apparition, in a suit of some 
foreign style and cut, stalked in. is 

‘*Is this Mrs. Moses Murdright’s house? 
said he. ‘‘Can any one tell me if Miss Juliet 
May is here?” 

| fs Murdright stared, Miss Jessup seemed 
equally amazed; but, with a cry, Juliet May 
sprang to her feet. 

**Chauncey!” she cried, ‘1t is my cousin 
Chauncey !” ‘ 

“IT am Chauncey Graham,” said the young 
man. “I only arrived in the port of New York 
last evening. It all seems so strange to me to 
hear that my cousin, Squire May, is dead— 
that Juliet is without a home!” 

He stood in surprise, scarcely able to recog- 
nize in this tell Andalusian-faced girl, the 
chubby-cheeked little playfellow of former 
years. But when she flung herself so con- 
fidingly into his arms, he held her with a ten- 
der and chivalric embrace. 

**Oh, Chauncey, I am _ so gat that you have 
come,’ she sobbed. ‘Oh, I was so lonely and 
forsaken! No one has seemed to care for me, 
since papa died—no one offered me a home ! 

“1 will,” eaid Chauncey, quietly. ‘There, 
there, little one, don’t fret. It is all smooth 
sailing now. The money which your father 
lent me has borne fruit, seventy times seven, 
and it is yours now!” 

Mrs. Murdright here recovered herself so far 
as to extend a fish-like hand to Mr. Graham ; 
Miss Jessup pressed eagerly forward. 

‘My dear Juliec,” she said, with a little 
acidity, *‘you are such amere baby! Don't 
you see eh ee aanans = at all the proper 

reson to take c of you 
a Why not?” said Chauncey Graham. ‘It 
seems to me that Iam the very one. And my 
mother is in New York waiting to extend a 
mother’s tender care to Juliet. 

** At all events, my dear,” said Miss Jessup, 
‘‘don’t cling to your cousin as if he were 4 
floating spar and you a drowning mariner | Do 
sit down! Dear cousin Chauncey,” with a 
smile which displayed every one of her false 
teeth to the very best advantage. ‘This is 
such an ble surprise. | We have thought 
and talked of you so much ! 

While Mrs. Murdright hastened to prepare 
what she called “a little refreshment,” for this 
relative who seemed so much nearer and 
dearer since he had come back home with 


lenty of money. 
nT uh om she muttered, “that we 


y observed Miss 































hadn’t been quite so sharp with Juliet. She 
was a silly child, no doubt, but if she is going 
to be rich again—Eh? What?” to her niece 
who now presented herself with a crape-veiled 
hat ag@ ink-black draperies folded across her 
slender shoulders, ‘* You're not going away so 
soon, Juliet, my darling?” 

‘**Chauncey says that his mother expects us 
by the very next train,” said Juliet, upon 
whose pale cheek a new color had handled. 
** And we have no time to lose!” 

“‘And,” simpered Miss Jessup, who was 
hurriedly donning an extremely youthful 
Gainsborough hat with rosebuds and daisies 
wreathed around its brim. ‘I have volun- 
teered to accompany dear Juliet. Really, I 
have grown too fond of her to allow her to slip 
away from me like this!” 

Mrs, Murdright made a grimace. 

“The scheming old cat,” she thought, 

“She actually thinks she is going to lure 
aT Graham into marriage. Well, I 
never did see such-idiotic folly!” 

But she said noting of this as she kissed 
Juliet good-bye with an effusiveness which sur- 
prised the young girl. 

**Farewel), my darling,” she said, almost 
tmaasease. “ And remember that if ever you 
need a home, my heart and hearth are equally 
open to you.’ 

*““Why didn’t she say so before?” Juliet 
asked herself, vaguely amazed at what seemed 
to her such a surprising inconsistency. ‘ Why 
did she talk so disagreeably about my being a 
burden, and earning my own living? And why 
is Juniata Jessup coming back with us, with- 
out ever being invited? ’ 

Poor little Juliet! She had yet much to 
learn of the ins and outs of this world | 

Mies Jessup’s stay in New York, however, 
was not prolonged. She came back the next 
day, very ill satisfied with her journey 

‘**Things are quite changed since Tt was a 
girl,” said she. “There's Juliet engaged to 
Chauncey Graham Wee tea as good as 
oomane 6 mere chit like that, with no know- 
le nor experience of society! And Mrs, 
Graham taking on airs like the queen, ani tell- 
ing me, up and down, that she didn't care for 
my as Me! Her own cousin twice 
removed | nd Juliet parting from me like a 
clam, never even kissing me nor telling me she 
hoped to see me again |’ 

*“Humph!” said Mrs. Murdright. ‘ That’s 
generally the way rich people behave. But I 
almost wish, Juniata, we hadn’t been quite so 
short with the child !” 

** Yes,” said Miss Juniata; ‘‘ but who was to 
oe that she was to be an heiress, after 
a ’ 





The latest issues in the popular Red Letter 
Series of select fiction are: wing the Wind, 
7, Mrs, E. Lynn Linton; A Black Business, by 

awley Smart; Violet Vyvian, M. F. H., by 
May Crommelm and J. Moray Brown; The 
Rival Princess, by Justin McCarthy and Mrs. 
Campbell Praed; A Born Coquette, by The 
Duchess. All the best books are to be found 
in the Red Letter Series, for sale by booksellers 
every where, 





The ladies of Canada will see something to 
interest them in the beautiful display of Fancy 
Dress Goods, Flowers, Ribbons on view at the 
Misses Johnston’s, 122 King street west. 





His Error. 


Peddler (in a conciliatory tone)—I presume 
these lovely children in the yard are yours, 
madam? 

Madam (frigid)y)—I have no children. 

Peddler—Pardon me; since I see you more 
closely I see that the brats could not possibly 
be yours—Judge. 





A Compliment. 
Alice—Why, Editb, is that you? What a 
pretty bonnet you have on! 
Edith—Do you think I look well in it? 
Alice—Yes, indeed—I hardly knew you.— 
Munsey’s Weekly. 





A Difference of Opinion. 


Miss Summitt—I had a long conversation 
about art with Miss Dinwiddie the other even- 
ing, and found her so thoroughly stupid. 

r. Cleverton— You surprise me! We talked 
the other evening for an hour, and I thought 
she was remarkably intelligent. 

Miss Summitt— What did you talk about? 

Mr, Cleverton—Baseball.— The Epoch. 








Noble Man, When He Is Il. 


Why is it a man cannot be ill gracefully and 
agreeably? It is not such a very hard fate 
jaccording to the Hospital) to rest quietly ip 
bed and waited on hand and foot by one’s 
family, and be fed on exquisite delicacies. 
Women take only too kindly to the role of an 
invalid ; the sofa, the fleecy white shawl; the 
little cups of beef tea, or plates of oysters. 

Once let a woman taste the dreamy pleas- 
ures of this sort of existence, and unless some 
shock or sense of duty arouses her, she will 
calmly continue for days in the pleasant path 
before her. She smiles sweetly at the little 
attentions offered her; she dresses in the 
daintiest semi toilettes, and she looks so pretty 
and gentle and patient that it seldom dawns 
on her husband that the existence is an ignoble 
one. 

But jet my lord fall ill, and oh, dear! what a 
different tale to tell. The valet comes flying 
from the room followed by a boot; the cook 
gives notice because master called the beef-tea 
“ beastly stuff ;” the housemaid is in tears be- 
cause she is not allowed to sweep or dust the 
sick room. 

Man, noble man, is a pitiful object when he 


$$$ 


is ill, Get him thoroughly ill, and he is a 
better patient than a woman; all hospital 
nurses prefer the men’s wards to the women’s; 
but if he is merely laid up for a day or two 
with a cold or a bilious attack, he greene 
kicks against the pricks, instead of wisely en- 
joying the rest which a beneficent Nature has 
imposed on him. The pity is that men are not 
better, and women worse invalids; but per- 
haps this will be arrived at when the day 
dawns which shows the equality of the sexes. 





A Woman with a Hard Kind of Luck. 


The following conversation is reported to 
have taken place between a minister and a 
widow, both of Aberdeen. The widow, who 
called upon the minister, seemed desirous of 
relieving her mind of something which op- 
pressed her, at which the reverend gentleman, 
wishing to hurry matters, exclaimed: ‘‘ My 
good woman, you see I can be of no service to 
you till you tell me what it is that troubles 
yor. 

= nat sir, I'm thinkin’ o’ gettin’ married 

ain. 

“Oh, that is it! Let me see; that is pretty 
frequent, surely. How many husbands have 
you had?” 

‘* Weel, sir,” she replied in a tone less vf sor- 
row than of bitterness, ‘‘this isthe fourth. I'm 
sure there never wis a wumman sae completely 
tormented wi’ sic’ a set o’ deein’ men as I’ve 
been.”—Mercury. 

Strange. 

* Yes, all oe houses are rented except the 

new one which is the best of all.” 


‘Last but not leased, 


eh ?”—Munsey’ 
Weekly. we 





An Extra Reason. 
**Come along, Ellen, and remember what the 
Sunday school teacher says about stealin’; be- 
sides, the boss is watchin’ us.”—Life, 





Her Elegance in Dickering 

Miss Dukesmith (in the parlor)—No; mamma 
never patronizes the town stores. Her taste 
is so delicate and refined that everything, even 
to the smallest detail of shopping, is done in 
New York. 

Mrs. Dukesmith (at that moment and in the 
rear of the house)—’F you'll threw in another 
yard of that tape, an’ gimme four packs of hair- 
pins an’ two lamp-wicks, with one ’r them 
cellerloid collar-buttons for my husben’, you 
5s sa give me no change from that quarter,— 

ge. 





Looking for Hamlet. 


“*T hope I don’t intrude, dear,” said a young 
wife. ‘Can I assist you?” 

*“* Well, you know I am immersed in study ; 
but, never mind, as you have come, you will 
ublige me by looking up Hamlet in that big 
volume yonder. I want a reference.” 

Wife (turning over the leaves)—Hamlet ! 
Hamlet isn’t here, love.” 

‘*Good gracious! wherever are you look- 


ing?” 
Wite oe, hurt)—Why, were do you 
think? In the directory, of course.—N. Y. 
Ledger. 








With all the Fixings. 
“Did she give you anything, Bill?” asked 


Bill’s fellow-tramp. 
**Yes. She gave me the cold shoulder wi h 


plenty of sauce.”—Harper’s Bazar. 








An Exception Taken. 
‘*There is only one cure for smoking,” said 
the club man, “‘ and that is death.” 
“That isn’t always sure,” said the Presby- 
terian, significantly.—N. Y. Sun. 
EE 


A New Source of Leather, 


Teacher—John, of what are your boots made? 

Boy—Of leather, sir. 

Teacher— Where does leather come from? 

Boy—F rom the hide of an ox. 
_.Teacher—-What animal, therefore, supplies 
you with boots and shoes and gives you meat 
to-eat? 

Boy—My father. 





A Self-Satisfied Bride. 

A clergyman says: ‘I once married a hand- 
some young couple, and as I took the bride by 
the hand at the close of the ceremony and gave 
her my warmest congratulation, she tossed her 
pretty head and, pointing to the bridegroom, 
ool I think he is the one to be congratu- 
lated.’” 





—_—__—__ > 


Changing Places. 

In a railway carriage packed full, a gentle- 
man who had got a seat facing the engine asks 
his opposite neighbor to change seats with him. 
The stranger puts himself to considerable in- 
convenience to make the change. which he does 
with the greatest affability. Finally, they are 
nicely settled. 

‘“*You prefer riding backwards?” says the 
smiling and obliging stranger. 

“It’s not that; but in case of a collision a 
man is not liable to be bruised up so very much 
unless he is in the position you occupy now.” 





A Judge's Joke. 

Lord Erskine, when Chief Justice of Eng- 
land, presided once at the Chelmsford Assizes 
when a case of breach of promise of marriage 
was tried before him in which a Miss Tickell 
was plaintiff. The counsel was a pompous 





When the Honeymoon Waned. 


Pn Te 





Wi 
TORY 
AW 


Mr. Paddock Field— Remember that pee took me for better or for worse. 


Mrs, Field—O Paddy! I know that 


took you for a good deal better than you are !— Puck. 






young man named Stanton, who opened the | day to day that causes photo; hers t 
case with solemn emphasis thus— worn and faded look, bat auktee then old be 
*Tickell, the plaintiff, my Lord——” when | fore their time. Many of them break down 
Erskine drily interrupted him with— under the strain and die young.— Tit Bite, 
The Cause of the Small Boy’s Sadness. 


“Oh, tickle her yourself, Mr. Stanton! It 
would be unbecoming in my position.” ATH LETIC 
: . e inquired a — boy —_ father AND 
8 the ‘funny man” on alive weekly agricul- 
ne : “was America discovered in S PO RTI N G G OO DS 
** Yes, my son,” replied the father cautiously ; Canadi 
= re i Do I woe _ —— to be Se ee te ee 
caug) y a boy on a pin hook. es, it was sé ” 
discovered in 1776 and it iiad been discovered RUDGE BICYCLES 
for 284 years before that time. Now go to bed 


and if you want to grow up to be a real funny | Tennis Goods 


man, you go out to Chicago and get a pair of 
spectacles to improve the sight of the Worid’s Lacrosse Supplies 


Fair.” Football Outfits 


Then the boy regretted that his father was 
such a funny man and went away weeping to Fencing Paraphernalia, Canoes 
Home Exercises, ete. 


Athletic and Club Uniforms a Specialty 


Send for Illustrated Catalogue. 














At the Photographer’s, 


**Do I look all right, Etnel?” 

** Yes, splendid. 

**T know I’ll laugh right out.” 

“No, you mustn’t; that would spoil every- 


thing.” 
“Oh, I think it horrid to have one's photo | 
taken. I’d rather have a tooth pulled any | ; 
e 4 


day.” 

* So would I.” 

**T never do make a good picture.” 

‘*Nor I; mine are always horrid.” 

“If these are not good I'll never sit again. 
How does my hair look ?” 

** Ever so nice.” 
aa I'm so nervous. I know I'il spoil every- 

ng.” 

**No, you mustn’t; you’d have to sit again.” 

**Don’t you dare look at me, Ethel, or I'll 
giggle right out.” 

“Oh, I’m going to get behind the screen, and 
point my finger at you all the time.” 

**Oh, if you do!” 

“See it I don’t.” 

** You shan’t even stay in the room.” 

“T will, too. It'll be such fun.” 

“Oh, you mean thing! Do you think this 
dress will take well?” 

** Yes, indeed.” 

“I do hope the jet trimmings will show 
well. I can’t decide what position to assume.” 

‘*T'd have a side view.” 

** Would you? But I'm so long-faced.” 

** No, you're not.” 

“Oh, but I am; and—ob, they're ready for 
me. I dread it so.” 

**Don’t be silly. I wouldn’t mind it a bit.” 

“Yes, you would. Now don’t you dare look 
at me.” 

“T will, too.” 

** Ethel!” 

** Oh, I will!” 

“Tl laugh right our.” 

And she does. She spoils two or three plates 
by ‘“‘ giggling right out,” and she goes away 
declaring that she “knows” she'll look “ too 
perfectly awful for anything in the picture.” 

It is living through such scenes as there from 


81 Yonge Street, Toronto 








“THE BEST ARMOR AGAINST DISEASE IS 
2 GOOD DIGESTION.” 

, It is a hard, uncontrovertible fact that more disease 
is directly attributable to disorders of the Stomach 
than to all the other organs combined ; this is not hard 
for even the unprofessional to understand when we 
take into consideration the mass of food that it is made 
the receptacle of for a time, there to be churned, di- 
gested and so assimilated. 


MALTOPEPSYN 


(an artificial gastric juice—formula on every label) will 
aid the weak stomach and socure Indigestion, Dyspep- 
psia etc. In fact, it is a good aid to digest a ae a 
dinner, and can do no harm, as it is only adding an extra 
amount of gastric juice, does not stimulate, and so there 
isnoreaction. Endorsed by physicians. Send acts. in 
postage for valuable bookto HAZEN MORSE, 
INTERNATIONAL BripGe, ONTARIOs 





_ Toilet Bags 
Dressing Cases 
Writing Cases 








Satchels 
Purses 
Chatelaines 


Cigar and 
Cigarette Cases 
&c., &e. 


All New Goods and Latest 
Siyles at 


HB. Clarkedito, 


105 King St. West 





Reliable Large Stock 








Fancy Furniture imported from 
Germany, England, France, United 
States, etc., in great variety at low- 
est possible pries. It will be a 
pleasure to see them. 


I have four flate, 26 x 100, well 
stocked with Bedroom Suites, Din- 
ingroom Suites, Parior Suites, Hall 
Racks, Tables, Book Cases, etc., eto. 


FINE 
UPHOLSTERING 


FURNITURE 
R. F. PIEPER §f =. I'have but one" price every 


hing marked in plain fi 
436 Yonge Street pack tor | ® from the co 


I make any style of Furniture to 
order at your own price. In Uphol- 
stering I carry a large stock of Cov- 
ering and Frames, and can supply 
anything. 


Prices Low 


pack for purchasers from the coun- 
try free of charge. 


Showing no Trouble 











 § SURELY © 


 CONSUWPTION SURE 


TO THE FEDITOR:-— Please inform your readers that I have a positive remedy for the 
ibove named disease. By its timely use thousands of hopeless cases have been permanently cvred, 
I shall be glad to send two bottles of my remedy FREE to any of your readers who have cuu- 
sumption if thev will send me their Express and Post Office Address. Respectfully, T. A. SLOCUM, 
M.C., 136 West 4delaide St., TORONTO, ONTARIO. 














Increase the Appetite 

By taking Ayer’s Cathartic Pills. This remedy is thorough in its action, imparts tone 
and strength to the Stomach, Liver, and Bowels, and enables them to perform all 
their functions properly. **I have used Ayer’s Pills, for a number of years, and 
have never found anything equal to them for stimulating the appetite, and imparting 
energy or strength to the system. I always keep them in the house. — R. D. Jackson, 
Wilmington, Del. For over two years [ was afflicted with torpidity of the Liver. 
I had no appetite, suffered from Constipation, Indigestion, Headache, Pain in the Side 
and Back, and General Debility. Ayer’s Pills were the first medicine to give me 
relief. I took three boxes of them, and was cured. This remedy never fails to 


Stimulate the Liver 
and quicken the appetite. Ayer’s Pills promptly relieve Headache, and are the 
best cathartic I know of. — George O. Williams, West Meriden, Conn. 


During the spring of 1877 a disagreeable | For a number of years I was troubled 
taste in my mouth entirely destroyed my | with Biliousness, which almost destroyed 
appetite. My tongue was thickly Comte, |my health. This silment commenced 
and what little food I ate distressed me.| in Costiveness. Indigestion, Headache, 
Believing my trouble to originate in a dis-| and Dizziness soon followed. I became 
ordered liver, [ commenced taking Ayer’s | weak, emaciated, and totally unfitted for 
Cathartic Pills. I felt an improvement} work of any kind. I tried various reme- 
after the operation of the first dose. I | dies, but nothing afforded me any relief 
continued their use in diminished quan-| until I began taking Ayer’s Pills. They 
tities, for a short time, and am satisfied | cured me, speedily, and [ now believe 
that these Pills have completely cured me. | them to be the most reliable cathartic in 
— Sophie Harmon, Biddeford, Me. | use. — G. S. Wanderlich, Seranton, Pa. 

SUGAR-COATED 


AYER’S “sxe PILLS, 


Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Vo., Lowell, Mass. Seld by all Druggints. 
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6 | | TORONTO SALrURDAY NIGHT. 


were a trialandaburden. As it is there will 
be readers and singers in the chorus, and 
oratorio will find, this year, a suitable and 
efficient exponent. The management of the 
Philharmonic is more active and enterprising 
than ever. In addition to the regular concerts 
of the society, they will also give a series of 
concerts on November 25 and 26, with, the 
well-known Zerrahn orchestr@ of Boston 
and a bouquet of artists, comprising Mrs. 
Ida Bond Young, Madame Blanche Stone 


THE Toronto Saturpay NIGHT 


Editor. 








E )MUND E. SHEPPARD - - 








BATURDAY NIGHT is a twelve-page, handsomely illus- 
trated paper, published weekly and devoted to its readers. 


Office, 9 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 
TELEPHONE No. 1709. 


@ubsoriptions will be received on the following terms: 


Siete, cee eccncereceseceeesesesce 7 = Barton, Miss Eila Earle, Miss Auntie Beere, 
OMENS 2. ccc ccc cc cceecesececesece 
SE TIMI «. cscnesenecncoesecerans 30 Mr. William Dennison and Dr, Carl E. Martin. 


This will be an event of unusual excellence, 


Delivered in Toronto, 60c. per annum extra. and a rich treat may be expected. 
* 


Advertising rates made known on application at the busi- 
wees office. 
@HE SHEPPARD PUBLISHING OO. (Lu«rrap), Proprietors 


The west end branch of the Toronto Vocal 
Society was formerly organized on September 
18, under Mr. B,. W. Edgar Buck's direction, 
at the Y. M. C. A. hall, corner of Queen street 
and Dovercourt road There were forty-five 
members present out of a roll of fifty-five. As 
these ladies and gentlemen will co-operate 
with the society proper Mr. Musson expects 
his chorus will muster one hundred and fifty 
voices at the concerts of the society. 
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Our Coming Christmas Number. 


The publishers of SatruRDAY NIGHT have 
completed arrangements for the most superb 
Christmas Number which they have yet at- 
tempted to issue. The two colored pictures 
which will be given with the number are each 
17 x 24 inches, printed on heavy embossed 
paper in twelve colors. They are pronounced 
by those who have seen them as equal to if 
not superior to any of the colored supplements 
ever given with the London Graphic or Iilus- 
trated News. The number itself will be pro- 
fusely illustrated and as usual the contributors 
will be those whose names are best known in 
Canadian literature. 

A prize of $50 will be given for the best short 
story, which must be in the publishers’ hands 
by the first of November. It must not consist 
of less than two thousand words nor more 
than four thousand. The scene must be Cana- 
dian, and all stories submitted to the editors 
wili become the property of the paper; but 
those which do not receive a prize, if published, 
will be paid for at our regular rates. 

The publishers do not make themselves re- 
sponsible for any manuscript submitted for 
their inspection. 

For the best children’s story to consist of not 
less than 1,500 or more than 2,500 words, $25 
will be paid as first prize, the conditions the 
same as above. 

For the best poem not to consist of over 
twenty lines or over eight words to the line, 
$10 will be given. 





Mrs. Frank Mackelcan’s waltz, Golden Rod, 
has been published by Messrs. I. Suckling & 
Sons. It is brighc, melodious and swinging. 
Mrs. Mackelcan has been so clever as to com- 
bine a melodious scheme with rich harmonies, 
and has produced a waltz that is catchy and 
pleasing, and not at all difficult; in fact it 
should be the ideal drawing-room waltz of the 


season. 
° 


The regular monthly Service of Song by the 
choir of the Church of the Redeemer will begin 
on Wednesday, October 8. Among those who 
will assist at this service are Mr. F. H. Tor- 
rington and Miss Clarke. Mr. Schuch has 
increased the strength of the choir to nearly 
fifty voices, and promises a series of effective 
musical services. 


Master Eddie Leo, another phenomenal boy 
singer—Cedar Rapids, Iowa, this time—will 
givea series of three concerts in the Pavilion on 
October 28 and 29. Master Leo is eleven and 
a half years old, and his voice is said to be a 
genuine boy treble, not a woman’s voice. He 
will be supported by Miss Clara E. Barnes of 
Buffalo, and the best local talent. The boy’s 
father accompanies him as manager and his 
accompanist, but the series of concerts will be 
under the musical direction of Mr. Torrington, 





The above prizes are not large and are simply METRONOME, 
intended to develop a few new contributors for 
next year. All manuscripts should be written The Drama. 
on but one side of the paper, each sheet should ae 
consist of a halt foolscap page. A nom de HE question as to 
whether Shakespeare 


plume should b2 signed to the manuscript, and 
a sealed envelope containing the name and 
address of the writer and bearing on the out- 
side the same nom de plume as the manuscript, 
should accompany it. Paid contributors send- 
ing manascripts must observe these conditions 
and mark their manuscript ‘‘ Prize Competi- 
tion,” or they will not be considered com- 
petitors, 


““pays” when pro- 
duced on the stage 
of the present day 
would seem to a 
Toronto theater.goer 
to require an affirma- 
tive answer. On al- 
most every occasion 
a drama of Shake- 
speare’s is played 
here a well-filled, if 
not an overflowing, 
house assembles to see it. The production of 
Romeo and Juliet at the Grand by Margaret 
Mather and her company on Monday evening 
was no exception. I do not think, however, 

that these audiences are attracted by a 
genuine delightin seeing and hearing these 

plays acted. It is notoriously the fact that 

pure tragedy in this age cannot win suc- 
cess on its artistic excellence alone, and is 
always a failure, unless bolstered up with 
the reputation of a successful star or 
some such extraneous aid. The classic drama 
has asa strong drawing power the assistance of 
that species of literary hypocrisy which affects 

to delight in certain works, because they bear 

the stamp of cultured approval. Many are at- 
tracted out of mere curiosity to see and hear 

how a Shakesperean play is put on the boards; 

others, as students, to see if the assistance of 

action and elocution will illumine obscurities 





Book Notices 


So many people who having gone abroad for 
a holiday have written books descriptive of 
their travels, interesting to no one but them- 
selves and their immediate friends, that when 
we get a work of this sort we expect to read a 
half a dozen pages and write some amiable 
generalities about it without telling any fibs, 
and let the writer down easy. I found on my 
desk the other day a neatly printed and 
well illustrated book, bound in the souvenir 
fashion, and large enough to appall the 
reader of amateur productions. The book is 
entitled A Happy Holiday. The author Grace 
E Denison, while not strictly an amateur, is by 
no means a professional writer. Those who 
know Mrs. Denison are acquainted with one 
of the most vivacious women and most humor- 
ous and interesting conversationalists in the 
city. As a Sunday school teacherat St. Simon's 
she is the idol of one of the biggest classes of 


































cault’s fame extends away back to the palmy 
days of Dickens, Thackeray, Bulwer and 


more or less intimate during his residence in 
his pen with a frequency which threatened 


to rival the marvellous fecundity of Lope 
de Vega. I remember seeing many years ago a 


time in that bygone age, all the ridiculous d is- 
crepancy between modern though and action and 
the language of medicvalism becomes acutely 
apparent. I could not help wondering on 
Monday night if a young man and woman of 
to-day expressed their reciprocal feelings in 
the fervid language of Romeo and Juliet, how 
long, if overheard, they would b:2 outside of an 


asylum. . 


The representation of this play given by 
Margaret Mather's company is by no mean an 
ideal one. Miss Mather's Juliet is a person too 
mature in person, and especially in action, for 
the gentle Juliet of fourteen summers, I 
noticed that in their playing version they 
made it eighteen. Her acting in many 
scenes lacked simplicity. One could not but 
feel that her impersonation was _ insuffi- 
ciently subdued for a character which 
tends in its expression to the extremes 
of emotion. Her action in the balcony scene 
was powerful, and her charming personality 
won for her an enthusiastic reception through- 

‘out. Mr. Otis Skinner’s Romeo was well done, 
though it was possible to quarrel also with the 
vehemence of his emotion. His sighs were at 
times painfully audible. To use one of Artemus 
Ward's old puns, he ought to reduce their size. 
The rest of the company were of various degrees 
of incapability, though Mr. John Malone’s 
Mercutio was not bad. 





The breaking of her contract with the Acad- 
emy of Music by Miss Mather, and her playing 
at the Grand the first three nights of this week 
caused considerable excitement in theatrical 
circles here. The reason offered by Miss 
Mather’s representative for breaking the con- 
tract was that the Academy was insufficiently 
equipped scenically to produce her repertoire. 
An attempt to restrain her from playing at the 
Grand, by injunction, was made, but was un- 
successful, At the timeof writing Miss Mather 
is quietly play.ng out her three nights at Mr. 
Sheppard's theater, while the managers of the 
Academy are threatening suits for both dam- 
ages and libel. What will come of it is difficult 
to say, but there is abundance of trouble in the 
wind. 





It isa far cry from Shakespeare's immortal 
work to the performance of Williams and Orr's 
Meteors, but such is the range of human char- 
acter that it can adapt itself easily to both 
extremes. The variety shows which come to 
Jacobs and Sparrow’s are nearly always the 
most pleasing entertainments given in this 
house. Their features are never all first-class, 
but even a bad feature has one merit and that 
is, that it does not inflict the audience very 
long. On the other hand many of the special- 
ties, particularly those which call for a display 
of physical training rather then powerful 
mentality are very cleverly performed and often 
exceedingly amusing. Williams and Orr havea 
very good assortment of performers. The 
juggling by the Japs, Katchawana and Ome, is 
rarely equalled by any performers who pass 
this way. Other good p2rformancas are given 
by the Brothers Wems, comedians and acro- 
batic dancers, Mason and Ralston, and Zenora 
and Foden, acrobats, Miss Kittie Smith, dancer, 
and Lawlor and Thornton, comic vocalists, 





Miss Jessie Alexander our popular reader is 
at present sojourning in New York. Miss 
Alexander has acquired an entirely new 
repertoire of readings during the past summer, 
and the public are assured a programme ot 
rare excellence when she returns to give her 
recital on October 7, in Association Hall. 





The death of Dion Boucicault in New York 
last week removed from the theatrical world 
one of its most conspicuous figures. Bouci- 


Wilkie Collins, with all of whom he was 


London. At one time plays were flung from 











little tots evar gotten together in a schoolroom, 
Her descriptions of Jonah and similar person- 
ages in sacred history, as repeated to me by 
little people who have been entirely absorbed 
by them, are too funny for anything, but they 
fix themselves in the childish minds as the 
teachings of more conventional people never 
can and never will. Knowing the writer I 
had no further fear for the contents of the 
book but I was unprepared to find it one of the 
most delightful books of travel I ever perused. 
In a couple of hundred large pages there is not 
a@ paragraph unenlivened by the humor of the 
writer. The thorough unconventionality of 
her trip “all by her lonely,” with noth- 
ing but a carry-all and an umbrella, is 
but typical of the treatment her topics 
receive. There is many a hearty laugh 
in it, very many broad smiles and an unceas 
ing interest which begins with the beginning 
and ends only with the end. She traveled 
through Belgium, Germany, and Austria, this 
winding up with Switzerland and Paris. 
Those who have been over the route will find 
double enjoyment in her pages. Those who 
are expecting to some day take the trip will 
find a large number of very useful hints. I can 
conscientiously recommend it as one of the 
most entertaining books of the season. 


such a play, if denuded of the glamor of its 


attraction. 


Elizabethan age in the use of language is ex- 


precise and scientific age has to a 
great extent, discarded. Perhaps, however, 
Shakespeare is not a just criterion wherefrom 
to judge the ordinary language of that period. 
The characters he has given us, and who seem, 
ridiculously enough to our modern ears, to talk 
poetry, were probably not a counterpart in 
their speech of the swaggering bravoes and 
— languishing maidens of London in the six- 
teenth century. Can anyone imagine a Mer- 
cutio in any age and in any country delivering 
himself of such a speech to a group of his 
chums on the street as that passage, applauded 
so much on Monday evening, commencing : 





Music. 





There is Kittle to record this week except the 
gradual settling down of our societies for the 
season's work, The Choral Society has not yet 
commenced operations buat will soon do so. “ O, then, I see Queen Mab hath been with you.” 
The Philharmonic Society made a brave start In these ebullitions of language, in which 
at the Elijah on Tuesday evening. Asa result figures of speech all alive and expressi ve 
not of natural selection, but of the survival of | tumble over one another in the tumultu ous 
the fittest which has been exercised in the} flow of words, is seen not so much a mirro rf 
selection of voices, there was a splen-| the times as the prolificacy of a great mind 
did chorus present with many to hear bursting with the richness of its resources. It 
from. Elijah is a work that will doubt-| hag been said that ‘“‘Shakespeare never sees 
less attract many of the old-timers, and Mr. | things tranquilly.” If he depicts a passion, a 
Torrington feels confident that he will have a joy, a sorrow, dejection or raillery, he heaps 
chorus this season which will surpass the figure upon figure, Pelion upon Ossa and Oasa 
society's previous record, The plan of selec-| upon Olympus, until the mind is inspired or 
tion isa move in the right direction, and has | amused by such wondrous prodigality of ideas 
gradually forced itself upon the authorities as presented in terms so extravagant. At no 
& necessity. It will result in the adherence | time is this so apparent as when one hears 
of many to whom the constant trying over | these words from the lips of a player. Unless 
of easy passages and the propinquity of in-| he or she be possessed of such powers as can 
competent, growling and unmusical singers'| lead the mind captive and make it live for the 


of language and construction, which their read - 
ing failed to dissipate. Of the many who see 
Shakespeare played, they are few indeed whodo 
not find the current of their sympathy and in- 
terest disturbed by incongruities of language 
to which they are unaccustomed and action 
they cannot understand. Add to this the 
aversion & modern audience feels to such whole- 
sale slaughter as finishes the play of Romeo 
and Juliet and it may well be believed that 


author’s name, would not now be a drawing 


The gulf which divides the present from the 


tensive, if we may judge by the produc- 
tions of Shakespeare and his contemporaries. 
In those ‘‘good old days “they were accus- 
tomed usually to address one another in 
ceremonious and figurative language, which 



















caricature on this rapidity of production which 
represented Boucicault stalking up and down 
the floor dictating to six amanuenses each a 
separate play. It has been claimed, and with 
good grounds, that Boucicault has written the 
only play produced within fifty years which is 
destined to become a classic. That play is 
London Assurance. The Colleen Bawn and 
several others of his plays are still popular, 
but all the rest of the four hundred dramas of 
which he was the author or adapter, he lived 
to see p2rish. Like many other men of genius 
his private life was a subject for reproach, the 
source of innumerable scandals. He lived a 
life of pleasure regardless of contumely 
and public scorn. His was a specimen of 
that wondrous vitality, which seems to 
renew itself despite the assaults of time and 
a life of debauchery. It is but a few years 
since we saw him here at the Grand Opera 
House, playing with spirit and vivacity the 
leading part in nis own play, Arrah-na-Pog ue. 
He was then a man of eighty or thereabouts. 
And, as is well known, he continued his literary 
labor up to the time of his taking-off. Despite 
the life he lead, his irrepressible activity and 
innate genius achieved wonders. How much 
more his genius would have blazed had it not 
been clouded by “the last infirmity of noble 
minds,” it is impossible to say ; but it will not 
be strange if with him should be buried much 
of the stigma which attached itself to him for 
years, and that his posthumous fame will be 
more steadfast, if not greater, than was that 
which he achieved in life. 





Had the Wrong Subject. 


On the piazza of a fashionable watering place 
hotel there were seated one evening during the 
season just sed three ladies, who were 
listening to the music of an orchestra when it 
played—using their tongues when it didn’t and 
their eyes at all times. Suddenly one of them 
gave a start of suppressed excitement. 

** Look,” she said almost breathlessly, leaning 
over to her companions; “‘ there is that Mrs, 
B. from New York, you know.” 

‘* What!” exclaimed No. 2, ‘the divorcee?” 

‘* Yes,” was the answer, while No. 3 echoed 
with a sigh of satisfaction, ‘‘ Now we will have 
a chance to see what she is like.” 

Three pairs of eyes focussed their @ upon 
& common object—a young woman, blonde and 
comely, seated in front and. a little to the left 






































are, earnin 
neighbor, 


year. 

Mr. S.—Lucky fellow that Quickwit. He’s 
gotajob as traveling salesman, and is awa 
trom home ten months in the year.—N. Y. 
Weekly. 


time I had a 
pretty full —' but I'd really like a chance 
to reform.— Puck. 


walt for me on the 












































“She's not megneans pretty,’ began No, 1 
with a little laugh. 

“Too pink and white,” said No, 2, who was 
sallow and black-haired. 

“They say he is very handsome,” went on 
the first speaker, and ‘Oh, he is, but dissi- 
pated, awfully so,” asserted the second. 

**Don’t you think,” continued No, 1, ‘' that 
she shows her buffering? Her eyes have a sort 
of wistful look of pan to me.” 

- “ Yes, and the lines of her face-are sharp,” 
replied No. 2, ‘She certainly shows that sbe 
isa wo with a history. The most casual 
obseryer that.” 

So the choras went on till No. 3 came to the 
front. “1 have been watching the way the 
corner of her mouth are drawn down,” she said 
with the air of one about to make a remark, 
‘‘and I tell you there are two sides to that 
story, although all the sympathy seems to be 
with her. No woman has a mouth like that 
for nothing,” and she snapped _ her lorgnette 
shutt and thrust it with some decision in her 


co 

o Why do you think so?” commenced No. I 
“I’ve been fancying that droop rather pa- 
thetic.” 

** Nonsense !” said No. 3, “‘ that’s not pathos ; 
that’s temper and lots of it. His family say 
that he could not live with her and now that 
I have seen her face I believe it.” 

At this momenta gentleman approached the 
person who, all unconsciously, was the object 
of such serious oe & comment, and in 
some haste exclaimed, bowing and offering his 


arm : 

“* Miss L., your mother is in the parlor just 
home late from her drive. She has sent me for 
you.” 

Miss L. arose at once, and, with a laughing 
remark of compliance, walked away with her 
escort. 

Among the trio in the seats back the silence 
could be felt fora moment, then No. 1 recovered 
herself. 

** Well,” she laughed, “it wasn’t Mrs. B. 
after all, was it ?”’ 

Nobody answered her. In particular, the 
student of character from the curve of the lips 
maintained a stolid quiet. By way of after- 
math it may be added that this is a sketch from 
real life.—N. Y. Times. ; 





Why He’s a Doubter. 


‘* Fine day.” 

This was the remark addressed by the man 
who was waiting for a street car to the lank 
individual leaning against a lamp post. 

**Um—so-so,” replied the lank party, after 
taking a leisurely survey of the sky. 

** If the wind keeps blowing in this direction 
for twenty-four hours longer, there will be 


| rain,” ventured the first speaker. 


‘“‘Um—I'm not so sure about that,” said the 
other, cautiously. 

“The wind, at least, is dead south now.” 

**Um—perhaps.” 

“Ic certainly isn’t north.” 

The lean individual pursed up his Jips as if 
about to whistle, looked at the sky again, 
shook his head slowly and said: 

**T’m not so blamed certain it isn’t.” 
wack? any rate, sir, it isn’t raining now, is it? 

ey 

Another careful examination of the firma- 
ment and th- cautious remark: 

“It may be raining and it may not. You 
can't always tell about these things.” 

**Great Jehosephat! Can't you see there 
isn’t a cloud in the sky?” 

‘“‘Um—likely enough. Likely enough. It 
may appear that way to some folks, But it’s 
best not to be too sure.” 

‘* May appear that way? Why, — gracious, 
man! Haven’t you got any eyes 

** Maybe I have and maybe I haven't,” re- 
torted the attenuated individual, passing his 
hand over his face as if to find out, ‘* All that 
I know is that there’s nothing certain in this 
world. You think there’s a fair ground out at 
the end of this street, perhaps?” 

**T certainly do.” 

“Just so. I was certain of it yesterday my- 
self. I was certain that there was a man out 
there with two or three wa)nut shells he was 
moving about on the head of a barrel. I was 
certain I could tell which shell the little black 
ball was under. I was just as certain of it as 
you are that it isn’t raining. It cost me every 
darned cent I had to find out that I didn't 
know nine about it. I am not going to 
be sure of anything again as long as I live. 

He took a plug of tobacco from his pocket, 
looked at it as if he were not sure whether it 
was tobacco or not, put it back in his pocket, 
sighed a long, heavy dismal sigh, and looked 
straight through the other man into the far-off 
depth of space—Chicago Tribune. 





Why Sbouldn’t He? 


The surprising conduct of a hungry Britisher 
is thus dealt with by an English paper: The 


congregation of a church in the vicinity of 


Bristol have been scandalized on recent Sun- 


cay mornings by the strange proceedings of a 
well-dressed man, who, in the middle of the 
service, is in the habit of opening a parcel 
which contains the materials for a substantial 
lunch, and he then devours his meal. There is 
no excuse for this individual's very unseeml 
conduct, inasmuch as he leaves the churc 
before the sermun commences, 








A Lucky Fellow. 
Mrs. Sharptongue (querulously)—Here you 
next to nothing, and our old 
r. Quickwit is making $10,000 a 








A New Phase. 
Angry Conductor (with hand on the bell-rope) 


— You'll pay your fare or get off. 


Tramp—Statistics show that it costs five 


dollars in wear an’ tear an’ steam to stop a 
train. Now if you rob th’ stockholders of this 
ere road of five dollars, jest ter gratify y’r sel- 
fish spite, I’ll report ye to th’ president. 





A Gentle Hint. 
Editor—If you didn’t drink so much, Mr, 


Soque, you could make a great deal of money. 
How in the world did you ever form the habit ? 


Soque—Well, I began by taking a nip every 
poem rejected, and it’s kept me 


a 


His Characteristics Manifested, 
Mrs. Smiler—What a lovely child, my dear 








Mrs. Proudfoot! 


Mrs. Proudfoot—We are very proud of him, 


Mrs. Smiler. 


Mrs. Smiler— He is so bright and active and 


energetic. If Mr. Smiler were here that awful 
a would say that he promised to be “full of 
san 


Mrs. Proudfoot—Dear, dear! I'm awfully 


afraid of it myself. It takes all my time to 
keep him from swallowing the beach.—Chicago 
Times, 





Of Course. 
Professor—To prove that the ears of grass- 


hoppers are in their legs a very simple experi- 
ment will suffice. 
knock on the table; he will jump off. Now cut 
off his legs and repeat the ex 
will find that he will not jump. Q. E. D,”— 
Fliegende Blatter. 


Place one on the table and 


ment and you 





The Usual Proceeding. 
Mrs. Wickwire—If you first you will 
dlise ene, wea you, 


of this optic battery. The music be again | dear? Mr. Wickwire—I su so. I never 
while the ladies stared intently. hen the | went anywhere yet without having to wait for 
orchestra stopped the tongues were ready. you at least half an hour. 














The Ex-Cannibal’s Story. 


For Saturday Night. 

From the land of my birth 
(‘Tis the fairest on earth) 

ave I wander’d, an exile, for years. 
Oace a cannibal, I, 
Pray pardon a sigh, 

And excuse a poor wanderer’s tears, 
Whilst I weep and I sigh 
For the days gone by, 

For that dear land which lieth afar, 
Where the yam-root grows 
And the palm-oil flows 

On the banks of the Old Calabar. 


Ah! like unto Death 
Is the north wind’s breath 

To the child of a southern sea, 
And, on and off, 
A churchyard cough 

Plays the dickens with such as me. 
I’m chill’d to the bones, 
And nasal my tones 

With the woe of a horrid catarrh, 
While I weep and I sigh 
For the days gone by 

For the banks of my Old Calabar. 


“ Fri d, boiled, or roast, 
Or serv’d up on toast, 

Or hash’d up as family pie, 
Good times may be spent 
With a reverend gent,” 

Quoth my father—and so said I. 
I remember one night, 

By the pale moonlight, 

O my cannabalistic papa |! 
When appetite toil’d 
(Cold missionary boii’d) 

On the banks of the Old Calabar. 


Ha! greas’d to a turn, 
Lest the roast it should burn, 
How oft have I luncheon’d—free, 
On clergymen tall, 
On clergymen small 
Sent out by the 8. P. G. 

Yes! a happy young cub, 
Just the height of a tub, 
Was I, when my sainted mamma 

Said, ‘‘ His collops are mine, 
The merry-thought’s thine,”’ 
Oa the banks of the Old Calabar. 


Can I ever forges, 
Or cease to regret 
The Reverend Ezekiel—he 
Escap’d, in the dark, 
Elop’d with a shark, 
(N.B. Taree rattling good meals lost to me). 
As a matter of food, 
The church—oh, it’s good, 
So diffrent to vulgar Jack Tar 
(Drat the British marine, 
Too much nicotine 
For the stomach of Old Calabar). 


One day, we'd a bishop, 
But, ere we could dish up 
His lordship, a dastardly crew, 
On a slave-hunting raid, 
Storm’'d the village stockade 
‘Midst a terrible hullabaloo. 
And, ere I could tell it, 
They'd snaked our “' hot prelate ” 
And skewer’d me (here is the scar), 
And, straight from that row, 
Sail’d with me in a dhow 
From the banks of the Old Calabar. 


Words, my woes cannot tell, 
Oh ! that stifling hell, 

Where the dead and the dying lay, 
And the heat of it—Pheugh ! 
And the steach of it—Wheugh ! 

But the end of it came one day, 
When a well-planted shot 
(Lord ! it papper’d ’em ho’) 

From the bow of a man-’o-war 
Free'd each manacled wrist, 
Ere the setting sun kise’d 

The waves of the Old Calabar. 


Escaped from such evil, 
The Spirit of Travel 
Led to pathways far distant from Home. 
Mount Etna I've view’d, 
"Neath Hecla I've stewad, 
And seen Pio Nono in Rome, 
Yet oft have I wonder’d, 
Tho igh the old ties are sunder’d, 
In that dear land which lieth afar, 
Taough our tribe is dismember‘d, 
Am I still remember’d 
On the banks of the Old Calabar ? 


Still, I'm fairly content, 
Spite of Church or Dissent, 

Till I see a p'ump parson pass by, 
Then, each savoury meal 
Of the byegone doth steal 

O’er my senses o!factorily, 

And I weep, and I sigh 
For the days gone by, 

For that dear land which lieth afar, 
Where the yam-root gro vs, 
And ths palm-oil flows 

On the banks of the Old Calabar. 

H. K. Cockix. 


The Bee, 
Por Saturday Night. 

Mangled and crushed, thou diest, little one ; 
Torn is thy vesture, rich, of gold and jet, 
Ite velvet softness, all besmeared and wet 

From the spilt honey,'yellow as the sun : 

Though now no more thou'lt wander o'er the fields, 
No more the languid fl wers wilt kissing greet, 


As in the sunny life, in death as sweet, 
A blossomy smell thy broken body yields. 


In childlike rage, unthinking, thee I've slain, 
Because thou cam’st about me as F read 
And vexed my thoughts with thy monotonous strain. 
But now I would that from me thou had’st fied 
Unharmed, through the warm air again to roam 
With “‘light” and “sweetness” storing full thy home. 
H. W. C. 


The Woman-Beater. 


“ That horrid man! he beate his wife!” 
** Good gracious! is it true, dear?” 

“ Why, yes; he told my Brother Jack— 
But never breathe how you hear.” 


“ Oh, no; of course not—not a word ; 
But tell me all about it.” 

“ Well, Tuesday night he beat his wife | 
There is no chance to doubt it.” 


“ The brute! (Jack enters.) When Jack comes 
He'll tell us. at ty 2 
To know about it. ‘Bat his wife |’ 
A beast without half trying.” 





Jack—*' My sister, you are very wrong "— 
Thus gently he rebuked her 

* Charles did that he beat his wife— 

At six games of euchre.” —Judyge. 
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Noted People. 


It is said that Cardinal Newman used to 
sleep with S ‘ott’s novels under his pillow, and 
that other of his favorite writers were Crabbe, 
Southey, Byron, Johnson and Gibbon. ¢ 
} Grace ‘Davenport, M.D., who is one of ‘the 
few women physicians in Texas, has been ap- 
pointed assistant in the medical department of 
the insane asylum at Terrell. She is a gradu- 
ate of a leading medical college of Chicago, and 
has practised her profession for several years 
in Texas, 

The gold pen with which Oliver Wendell 
Holmes has written for twenty-five years is in 
perfect coaditioa, and is highly ‘cherished by 
its owner. A tatterea and torn old note-book, 
with limp covers, nearly as old as the pen, is 
another of the poet’s.treasures, and has long 
been the repository of his thoughts and con- 
fidences, 

Graham Thomson, who is really Mrs, Arthur 
G-aham Thomson, is an English woman, whose 
dainty sonnets have won her an enviable name 
as a verse writer. Her London home is an 
ideal one, filled with rare bits of furniture and 
fine pictures, which she and her artist-husband 
have gathered from old shops in many 
countries. 

Miss Charlotte Mary Yonge, who, a genera- 
tion ago, conquered the world of sentimental 
youth with her Heir of Redcliffe—the proceeds 
of which she gave to church missions in New 
Z xaland—fiads no exemption from work in her 
sixty-seven active years, but is busily engaged 
on her one hundred and first book, which is a 
story of the time of Vespasian. 

Two of the seven ladies in waiting of Queen 
Margaret of Italy are New York girls—the 
Priicess Vicovaro, who was Miss Eleanor 
Lorillard Spencer, and the Princess Brancaccio, 
who was Miss Hickson Field. The Prince 
Vicovaro is a Cenci, and still owns the stately 
palace which belonged to Lucrezia Petroni, the 
step mother of Beatrice Cenci, together with 
many memorials of the ill-fated beauty. 


They tell this little story of Mrs. Harriet 
Beecher Ssowe. Walking in a friend’s garden 
one day, she asked the gardener: ‘‘ Have you 
ever read Uncle Tom’s Cabin?” The perplexed 
fellow slowly unbent himself. He was un- 
willing to wound the sensibilities of Mrs. 
Stowe, and he wished to say the most for him- 
self, And so he felt himself getting very red 
and stammered: ‘‘ Well, not exactly, ma’am. 
Not as you might say ‘read it,’ but I've tried 
to, ma’am.” 

Lady Edith Ward, the prospective bride of 
Count Herbert Bismarck, is said to be very 
highly educated, but not beautiful. She is tall, 
with rather dull, brown eyes, and wears her 
hair braided around her head in somewhat 
antiquated fashion. Young Bismarck’s father 
is not in favor of the match. Lady Edith was 
presented at court, at her majesty’s last draw- 
ing-room, by her mother, the Countess of 
Dudley, and was attractively attired in white 
corded silk draped with soft silk crape and 
pearl trimmings. 

Mr. Froude, the historian, occupies a unique 
position among living men of letters, being the 
only English author now alive who has had one 
of his books publicly burnt. This distinction 
—an unequalled, though unintended, advertise- 
ment—was conferred on his well-known work, 
The Nemesis of Faith, in March, 1849, by the 
authorities of Exeter College, Oxford, of which 
Mr. Froude was a fellow. This medieval 
method of protesting against obnoxious teach- 
ings was ineffectual, even in the hey-day of 
ecclesiastical power, and was only ridiculous at 
the close of the first half of the nineteenth cen- 
tury. It has not been adopted again, and this 
book of Mr. Froude’s is accordingly notable as 

being the last which was publicly burnt in 
* England. 

Here is a good story of Professor Jowett : 
His study windows look into the * Broad”’ at 
Oxford. Everybody knows that he is always 
at work. Coming with his party (chiefly Am- 
erican tourists) under these windows, the 
local guide would begin: ‘‘This, ladies and 
gentlemen, is Balliol College, one of the very 
eldest in the huniversity, and famous for the 
heredition of its scholars. The ead of Balliol 
College is cailed the Master; the present 
Master of Balliol is the celebrated Professor 
Benjamin Jowett, Regius Professor of Greek. 
Those are Professor Benjamin Jowett’s study 
windows, and there,”—here the man would 
stoop down, take upa handful of gravel, and 
throw it up against the panes, bringing the 
poor professor, livid with fury, to the window, 
‘ladies and gentlemen, is Professor Benjamin 
Jowett himeelf.” 

The present head of Messrs, Joseph Gillott 
and Sons had in his young days what some 
would call a prosaic and others quite a roman- 
tic courtship. On his introduction into the 
firm, he became enamoured of one of the girls 
employed in the warehouse, and although his 
father disapproved of his choice, he offered the 
fortunate young lady his hand and heart. 
This suit was, as may well be believed, accept- 
able to the girl, and the father, finding it use- 
less to attempt to turn the son from his pur- 
pose, suggested that the chosen one should 
have the benefit of tuition in French schools 
for two years. This was acted upon, and the 
lady, having made the best use of her time and 
opportunities, returned, and became Mrs. 
Joseph Gillott, junior, and, as is evidenced by 
the esteem in which she is held by all who 
know her, high and low alike, Mr. Joseph 
Gillott has never regretted his rather eccentric 
choice of a wife. 

Thomas Stevens in the New York World 
gives the following description of Tolstoi 
whom he saw in his own home: Presently 
there appeared on the steps of the portico a 
thin, sun-browned man of medium height, clad 
in a coarse linen suit. His bushy eyebrows 
thatched a pair of kindly yet shrewd blue eyes, 
and his gray beard and long gray hair looked 
like a peasant’s, A cheap home-made cap of 
the same material as his suit adorned the head 
to which the world is indebted for War and 
Peace, Anna Karenina, and other masterpieces 
of the Russian realistic school. Rade boots, as 
ungainly as the wooden shoes of German 
aiaaehel mutely to the eminent novelist’s sk 
—or lack of it—-as a cobbler. Both cap and 
boots were the count’s own handiwork. The 
linen trousers were loose and the shit looser. 
‘The latter was worn, Moujik fashion, outside 
the trowsers, and was gathered about the 
waist with a belt of rueset leather. é 






























In Pursuit of Happiness.---No. 3- 


~ HE surface 
Q of Camp 
Alexander 
is too rough to 
make a good 
bed a possibil- 
ity unless a 
vast deal of 
spruce brush is 
gathered. As 
ourIndianshad 
to bring their 
brush from the 
other side of 
the river the 
quantity was 
limited, and 
the corner of a 
boulder which 
~happened to be 
under my back 
grew very 
prominent be- 
fore morning. 
Weaill lay ina 
‘ row like sailors 
in a dock lodging house, but Riley being next 
to me was my special bed-fellow and as he was 
afraid of catching cold the clothing was piled 
over us to mountainous heights. Of course I 
perspired copiously on that side while the 
other section of me being next the opening of 
the tent I struck an average by being thor- 
oughly chilled. The Genius had the lumbago 
and thrashed about considerably. But worst 
of all, the Professor snored. 


We had nearly adjusted ourselves to our bed 
and surroundings when the Professor, who had 
awakened himself from sleep by a stentorian 
snore, complained of an intensely itchy sensa- 
tion around his neck and legs; Pa. was 
already in excited search after the disturbers 
of his sleep, and in ten minutes our sleeping 
tent was inan uproar. A sensation as if hot 
sand had been sprinkled down my back, inside 
my night shirt, had taken possession of me, 
each individual grain of sand seemed to be get- 
ting under the skin. Tomsing said they were 
sand flies. It is always pleasant to know the 
name of anything which happens to ba excit- 
ing attention. 

The Professor said nothing was created ex- 
cept for a good purpose, but he did wonder 
what sand flies were for; he asked other and 
pertinent questions and made many and start- 
ling exclamations, in all of them carefully 
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refraining from quarrelling with the Creative 
power and the ways of Prsvidenca, but I 
noticed that he did not rebuke me when I 
went fully a mile further in my explosive 
oratory. They are certainly not good to eat, 
they are too small to be beautiful, and while 
they may be good and guileless creatures in 
their lowly walk of life I would much prefer 
that walk to be remote from my cuticle. They 
are barely perceptible to the naked eye, but to 
the naked flesh they are quite as perceptible as 
if they were as big as a bonfire. The Professor 
was so overcome by their heartless attacks 
that he went out and sat on arock all night 
and began fishing about two o’clock in the 
morning. He told us night fishing was not 
very good, and at eight o’clock he hadn't had a 
bite, except those registered on his skin. 

Some of our fish breakfasts were just as nice 
as they could be. The Indians, however, al- 
ways insist on frying the fish ; it is easier, and 
they are very fond for having their food satur- 





ated with grease. While the butter lasted | 


they made it fly, and our fish floated in gravy. 
It was almost impossible to get them to boil 
the big trout or broil the little ones. The 
Indians think they know it all with regard to 
camp cooking, and when we tried to give them 
pointers they grunted and proceeded straight- 
way to spoil the dish and thereby convice us 
that we were wrong. 

Riley and I fished together the first day, and 
if my memory serves me right up to noon we 
had caught one each, the balance of the party 
caught about thirty amongst them. We could 
hardly account of our bad luck. I suggested 
that it was because Riley was so homely. I 
shan’t quote what Riley said, it was in such bad 
taste. In the afternoon we went higher up in 
the rapids above the camp and found the 
Genius and Tomsing waist deep in the water 
pulling in the fish with both hands. The mo- 
ment we got there the fish ceased to bite ; they 
were jumping all around us but failed to take 
our flies. With great magnanimity the oceu- 
pants of the good fishing-place gave it up to us 
and went elsewhere,the fish apparently follow- 
ing them for we got nothing, and they con- 
tinued to strike one every few minutes, Then 
it began to rain, and ye gods, how it poured. 
We had no seats in the canoe of course, and as 
the water grew deeper we had to half stand 
and half sit. With the four of us in the most 
uncomfortable position imaginable,the Indians 
ran the rapide and made for the camp,a perfect 
deluge pouring down from the low clouds 
which seemed to have approached as near the 
earth as possible so as to get a good crack at 
us, 

Of all the comfortless things the mind of 
man can imagine nothing is more utterly 
dismal than a fireless and dripping camp. The 
mists hung over the water, clouds hung over 
over the camp, little pools lay in the 
hollow stones and between the rocks, into 


SS 


which the rain splashed with a disheartening 
drip, drip. It seemed to be an hour before 
they got a fire started and then it sputtered 
and spluttered, smoked and sulked, as if de- 
termined to add every possible misery to the 
night. Notwithstanding all these drawbacks 
we had a splendid supper, fried trout swim- 
ming in butter, big chunks of fat pork sailing 
gaily round in little lakes of grease, boiled 
onions, potatoes, bread and butter and mar- 
malade. Quitea bil! of fare that for the wilder- 
ness with tea and coffee to wash it down! The 
prepared coffee, sweetened and creamed already, 
was a luxury [ never before had in camp and I 
shall certainly never be without it when there 
again. 
Next day was wet and we could not go on as 
we had intended. We loafed and read and I 
smoked until the skin peeled off the inside of 
my mouth. Then we had dinner and ate too 
much and slept some and smoked more and 
had supper and overfed ourselves sgain and 
finally decided to go to bed. During this 
thrilling programme we made several 
abortive attempt to fish, but through it all ran 
a wild and sanguinary struggle with the mos- 
quitoes. From away above the plains of the 
Amalekites, out from beyond the Mountains of 
Moon and the valley of Gideon came hosts and 
hordes of these unsanctified varmints and en- 
camped all about us. When the rain ceased 
for a moment in they came with a buzz and 
bi-r-r like a flock of birds, and nothing would 
Ankles, wrists, neck, ears, 
nose, anything and everything which came 
near the netting or was exp sed for an instant 
was nipped in a second. The black flies, too, 
had to be fed, and the sand flies had never for 
an instant ceased from their repast. We 
rubbed on oil of cedar and tansy and such other 
preparations as we had brought with us, but it 
seemed to do nothing more than inflame their 
cannibal appetite. 

I tell you there’s fun to be had camping on 
the Nepigon if you go the right way about it. 

We moved next day, and I was glad of the 
change. At least I thought I would be when 
we started. There is at least some ex- 
citement in gathering up one’s traps and 
setting forth into a new country in quest of 
adventure. It is remarkable how one’s belong- 
ings get spread out in camp! Stuff which had 
been packed in small compass covers halfjan 
acre and the task of getting it into portable 
shape looks hopeless enough. Yet in an hour 
the pots and kettles, the dishes and grub boxes 
were packed, the tents rolled up, the dunnage 
bags bursting with clothing and all except the 
wet garments rolled up. I think the Professor's 



























Hae Ta prreaemrmaA \ 
acm iT 
Ui : LER oe LS. if i 


ae 
ld pete 


entire trousseau was on the drying pole before 
the fire or spread out on the adjacent rocks. 
At last even the wet stuff was baled up and in 
canoes. We crossed the lower pool and landed 
below the fall on the opposite side of the river 
where a broad path marks the yearly portag- 
ing of Hudson Bay stores for posts on the 
other side of Nipigon Lake and up the rivers 
tributary to that water. The first portage is 
about quarter of a mile to a little river, the 
dark waters of which flow between high banks 
and empty into the Nepigon above the falls. 
The baggage is taken up this stream about 400 
yards and landed again. Here begins in earn- 
est the ‘‘Long Portage”—nearly two miles up 
high, steep hills and over some very rough 
country particularly, as the path again descends 
to the river where one steps from boulder to 
boulder and a mis-step would bring the voy- 
aguers tumbling down and make certain wreck 
of the canoes, 

The way these fellows carry a canoe across a 
long portage is a sight. Though the canoes 
are made of bark they are big concerns, capable 
of carrying a ton and must weigh nearly five 
hundred poundé, Two Indians, one at the bow 
and the other at the stern, with this awkward 
load will trot across the rocks, up hill and 
down dale, at the rate of five miles an hour 
and not feel very tired after it either. 

At one trip Joe Collins had 150 Ibs. of flour, 
two tents and a heavy valise heaped on his 
back and neck, the whole thing held in place 
by a portaging strap passed under the lower 
bag of flour and around his forehead. 

As the men were working so hard Pa. and I 
started from the upper end of the portage tor 
wood, as nothing but green and scrubby poplar 
and birch grow about the camping place. I 
was feeling pretty good that day and insisted 
on the kindly Pa, sitting in the canoe while I 
climbed up the steep bank with the axe, It 
was warm on that hillside, The brush was 
thick, the climbing bad, and hauling down the 
wood was a task which would have made the 
good Pa. cuss a little under his breath if he 
had been there. I had prickly heat as big as the 
end of your finger all over my fat carcass before 
I had been chopping ten minutes and I was 
saying things which were hot enough to cook 
supper. I can’t chop wood like I once could, and 
I admit when I got the canoe loaded that Pa. 
did not speak as highly of my toil as I expected 
he would have done. The man who sits in the 
canoe never appreciates the other fellow’s 
work, As a matter of fact, I was ordinarily 
the drone and Pa. the hustler, but this aggra- 
vated the trial. The man who only works once 
a week and watches without a word of praise 
the toilers during the balance of the time 
expects more praise when he makes an effort 
than if he was bruising himself with labor all 
the livelong day without anything but a Sun- 
day rest. 

Another excursion we took while the Indians 


were carrying the stuff across the portage, was 
at the suggestion of the Genius, The Professor 
and Tomsing had gone down to fish below 
Cameron Falls, the Genius wanted to cross the 
river and go down to the lower rapids on the 
other side, Riley and I wanted to fish from the 
canal, so with him and Pa. as boatmen we 
crossed the smooth but swift and treacherous 
stream at a safe distance above the first rapids. 
After we landed the Genius, Riley and Pa, 
floated down stream a little way. They were 
not skilled canoeists and did not know the 
river, and as I can’t swim or walk on the 
water, I protested. They said it was all right, 
but just then the Genius began to shout at us 
in a very vigorous way. Pa. told him not to 
get excited. I remarked that the Genius had 
been there before and knewtheriver. Pa. said 
he knew when he was safe and when he wasn't. 
Riley seemed undisturbed. The Lowland 
Scotch voice from the bushes in the bank grew 
more earnest, then wildly excited as the 
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Genius shouted, ‘‘ Keep her hade up braythern, 
for Goad’s sake keep her hade up braythern, 
or ye’ll go doun the falls!” 

They were not keeping her “ hade” up worth 
a cent, her head was quietly slipping ‘‘doun” 
and the voice of one crying in the wilderness 
was growing frantic. At this point I stood up 
in the canoe and made a warm personal appeal 
to them to keep her “‘hade up.” Pa. is soft 
voiced as a rule, but the way he told me to sit 
down would knock the teeth out of a bucksaw. 
I omitted to sit down for a second, I think I was 
too surprised to stir. He thereupon spoke to 
me in the same uncomplimentary tone of voice, 
a little louder if anything, and with a look in 
his eye that I hope he has never permitted his 
wife to see. 

I sat down. 

He wanted to know what in thunder—or 
words to that effect—I was trying todo? Did 
I want to tip over the canoe? 

I answered meekly enough that I had 
thought of getting out and going the rest of 
the way afoot, but if he wanted me to stay to 
the funeral, I wouldn’t be mean enough to 
break up the party. 

He laughed a harsh, grating laugh. The 
grating in the laugh was as large and rude as 
the one in the sidewalk over the window of a 
coal cellar. Riley laughed too—just as soon as 
they managed to keep her “ hade up”—but he 
was frightened. Sowas Pa. Probably I was 
the only who kept perfectly cool. However, I 
never went out with those fellows at the pad- 
dles again. Riley hasan awfully mean laugh 
sometimes, Don. 





See particulars of our prize story competition 
on the editorial page (page 6). Do not be afraid 
to sendin your contribution. If accompanied 
by your address an effort will be made to re- 
turn you your manuscript, if rejected, though 
this is not promised. 





A Day’s Frog Fishing. 


N the whole 
lake there is 
no more en- 
thusiastic fish- 
erman than 
my friend 
Knockabout. 
In addition to 
his inordinate 
love of the 
sport he pos- 
sesses the most 
marvellous 

luck, When he takes a party for a day’s outing 

with rod and line he proves himself a veritable 

Mascot, consequently when he joined us in 

Muskoka late in August there was great re- 





joicing in the camp, for although Mrs, Knock- 


about had selected her guests irrespective of 
religious, temperance or political convictions, 
we were thoroughly unanimous in our tastes 
regarding a good, fresh fish, 

Knockabout always laughs derisively when 
anyone tells him Muskoka has been fished vut, 
and well he may, for during the two seasons 
he has been our host on Lake Rosseau I have 
never known him to return from a pull across 
the bay with a troll in hand without either a 
splendid pickerel or a five pound salmon trout. 

Trolling is his forte. He invites some 
one to take the oars while he curls 
himself calmly in the stern, and over his 
countenance there settles the placid business 
like expression that a man wears when confi- 
dent of success. 1 have always been under the 
impression that he believes in and demon- 
strates the theory of mind over matter, for 
some way or other the troll is rarely out more 
then ten minutes when Knockabout suddenly 
sits erect, into his eyes there leaps an expres- 
sion such as 1 have seen champion oarsmen 
wear when their craft shoots bet ween the flags, 
then there is a rapid twirl of hand over hand 
until the long line coils like a grey mat at his 
feet, a swish of sharp, quivering fins in the 


water, a gleam of silverish white, a final dash, 
splash, crash, and Knockabout has his prize 
flopping in the bottom of the boat. 

He always smiles while he extracts the hook, 
but I don’t recollect ever hearing him utter a 
word of triumph. Into the basket goes the fish, 
and without any comment he drops the troll 
over the gunwale, permits the line to slide 
slowly through his fingers, and back comes the 
aforesaid expression of placid confidence. 


But one morning he arose filled with the de- 
sire of attempting a new enterprize. The 
previous night, as he was passing the mouth of 
Shadow River, his ever alert ear caught the 
baritone notes of bullfrogs and he instantly 
decided that they were “ foemen worthy of his 
steel.” At breakfast he mentioned his inten- 
tion of going frog fishing. Mrs. Knockabout 
and I eagerly volunteered assistance for she had 
unquestionably epicurean tastes, and I had 
never eaten this manna of the ponds, and as 
novelty always has a great charm for me Il 
immediately craved frog legs, so frog legs I 
must have, 

With the unvarying intuition that character- 
izes the sportsman, Kuockabout sneered at the 
idea of a bit of red flannel that is generally 
supposed to be such excellent bait for frogs. I 
believed in him too religiously to dispute the 
matter when he declared nothing would do 
but grasshoppers. So I induced the whole 
camp to turn out in quest of the agile insects 
that flip and buzz about the tents where you 
don’t want them, but that elude you like the 
realization of your life dream when your main 
desire is to capture them, Until that morning 
I never felt the ravages of age. Let him who 
considers himself most supple and active, strive 
to pounce on a good fat grasshopper, particu- 
larly when the hopper has a premonition his 
tomb will be within a monster bullfrog. I 
shudder to recall the awful sprawls over jagged 
rocks—the terrible sensation of rooting I had 
when suddenly landed head foremost in a 
tangle of golden rod and Scotch thistle. Finaily 
I remembered that ‘‘all things come to him 
who waits,” so I sat meekly down and let the 
miserable, teasing little things skim into my 
lap and over my shoulders, It was splendid 
scheme, the game was won, and in half an 
hour our host anid hestess together with the 
fishing tackle, a big bottle of scratching, scrawl- 
ing grasshoppers, and myself, were sailing 
among the reeds where Shadow River empties 
into the lake. 

Shadow River! There it slept before us, its 
head pillowed on the gaunt grey bluffs that 
miles away lift their broken crests between a 
score of unsailed lakes, its feet bathed by the 
sleepless waters of isle-sprinkled Rosseau, 
Shadow River that mirrors with such 
perfect exactness the wee green fern, the 
broken branch, the invincible rocks, the 
kingly firs, just as affinity mirrors the passions 
of a sister soul, where heavenward pointing 
balsams lose their tips in a cloudland that 
drifts through miles of unattainable heights 
oer head, of unsearchable depths baneath. Is 
it a type of the human soul as the Master gave 
it, like the upper heavenly air, the all enduring 
mighty hand, and have we defaced it by this 
sluggish stream of life, into nothing but a 
shadow that the touch of our own hand will 
mar—or that watchful guarding will keep in 
image of thedivine? Oris it that the land and 
sky are as the hereafter, the reflection, arti- 
ficial, unstaple, transient as earth, and yet so 
exact a counterpart in loveliness that one must 
dip their finger in the stream to realize it is not 
the enduring shore, but evanescent shadow ? 

Lounging quietly in the bow I was fast 
forgetting the purpose for which we came, 
when Knockabout told us to ‘Sh-h-h-h,” 
though nobody was speaking, and presently a 
contorted, kicking grasshopper dangled over 
my shoulder, and hung temptingly before a big, 
wide mouth that poked itself up among the 
weeds. The clap-trap cavern opened, the frog 
plunged, Knockabout gave a smart jerk, 
and high above our heads swung the fat, 
heavy “‘catch”—performing the most wonder- 
ful acrobatic feats { ever saw. Mrs. Knock- 
about protested vehemently when the game 
twirled round within en inch of her ear, and 
declined positively to take it off the hook, but 
she soon grew accustomed to the contortions 
of these singularly human looking creatures, 
and in a short time we were both professionals 
in the sport, rivalling Knockabout in dexterity 
even of baiting. 


One can searcely imagine the fascination of 
frog fishing, the search among the wet grasses 
and rushes for a big green head, the sneaking 
motion of the boat that is requisite to near the 
watchful monster as he sits contentedly on a 
flat lily leaf, or floats with all but his eyes sub- 
merged in the sluggish water. Oh, those 
uncanny eyes! Look where’er you may, it is not 
long before you spy two exaggerated looking 
humps set with unblinking red orbs. For many 
nights my dreams were haunted with myriads 
of floating eyes. Small wonder that on my 
second day’s sport I had become a dabster at 
discovering frogs among the marshes. So fami- 
liar had I become with the sight of the ugly 
things, that wherever my gaze rested a pair 
of lumpy eyes seemed to appear, and it was 
with a vicious satisfaction that I hooked their 
owner and dumped him with his fellows into a 
bag to await the inhuman amputation act. 
As the morning waned Mrs. Knockabout grew 
very courageous, and with admirable bravery 
would swing aloft an emerald colored monster, 
and with pity adulterated by wonderment, 
watch his antics on the mimic trapeze. How 
long we would have dabbled among the fens is 
uncertain, had not a ravenous hunger—such as 
never assails one outside Muskoka—taken 
possession of us. To go without dinner after 
one o’clock was inhuman torture, so we pulled 
across to the camp where Knockabout was 
very gratified to empty the game bag of thirty 
splendid pair. 

“It isa good catch—a jolly good catch,” he 
remarked at tea time when a sizzling hot plat- 
ter containing the broiled dainties was placed 
before him. ‘“‘ But”—turning to me, ‘I'll help 
you sparingly—you may not like them.” He 
glanced at his wife, and they both watched 
me take my first mouthful, then my second, 
then my third. “Well?” They interrogated 
simultaneously. ‘* We'll go frog fishing again 
to-morrow,” I replied, as I passed my plate 
for a second helping. 

E, Pautinge Jomnson. 
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HIS HEARTS QUEEN. 





BY MRS. GHORGIE SHELDON 


“ ” “ That Dowdy,” ‘* Queen 
Author of Max, Bride” ™ Brownie’s Triumph, &e, 


CHAPTER XXV. 
AN UNEXPECTED MEETING. 


“Why am I so foolish ? oe need I blush 
so, like an awkward schoolgirl, whenever Mr. 
Lawrence looks at me?” Violet asked herself, 
when thinking of the incident afterward. 
* He is an old man—at least old enough to be 
my father, though he does not appear so. 
believe"—a grave, thoughtful look over- 
shadowing her face—‘“‘ I will not ride any more 
at present, and I think that Bertha must begin 
her lessons again immediately.” 

Violet sighed regretfully as she arrived at 
this conclusion, for the last three or four weeks 
had been alluringly pleasant. But she realized 
that such a continuous round of pleasure, such 
an aimless, idle sort of life, was unfitting both 
herself and her pupil for the duties of life. 

Accordingly, the very next morning she took 
matters into her own hands, beginning the 
lessons again as usual, and was in the midst of 
the hated multiplication table when Mr. Law- 
rence entered the room, with a new book in 
his hands. 

He stopped abruptly upon the threshold 
when he perceived what was going on, & look 
of disappoiztment flitting over his face. 

‘““Has Minerva, the Goddess of Wisdom, 
reasserted herself, and am I to be driven from 
her citadel?” he asked, in a playfu), but regret- 
ful tone. ‘‘Are you sure that you are able to 
resume your work?” he concluded, searching 
Violet's face earnestly. ; 

‘* Yes; I feel perfectly well,” Violet replied ; 
“and,” she added, with energetic decision, “I 
know that Bertha’s vacation has been long 
enough for the present.” 

“Very well, I will yield to your judgment in 
the matter,” Mr. wrence courteously re- 
turned. . 

But Bertha appeared greatly disappointed at 
this decision, and somewhat inclined to display 
something of her old sulkiness and obstinacy. 

“It is too bad!” she began, rebelliously. 

‘*Hush, Bertha!” interrupted her father, 
ontsoseree. ** The very fact that you rebel 

inst this decision proves to me that Miss 
untington is right, and so, from this time you 
will go on with your lessons as before.” 

“But you will take us driving this afternoon, 
will you not?” persisted the child. 

* Yes, if you do your work faithfully. But, 
Miss Huntington,” he added, “‘ if you find that 
the coufinement is too much for you, you must 
stop at once.” 

Violet thanked him for being so considerate, 
but said she felt sure that she should be able to 
go on without interruption ; and then, bidding 
them good morning, Mr. Lawrence went away 
to his office. 

It proved to be more difficult than she had 
imagined to take up her work again. Bertha 
was inattentive and restless, and Violet also 
tound herself wishing the time away, and 
thinking more of the pleasant days just passed 
than of present duties. 

‘This will never do,” she said, when the 
study houss for the day were over, and Bertha 
impatiently flew away to be dressed for her 
ride, while she experienced asensation of relief 
at being released from her duties. ‘“‘I must 
not yield to such allurements, and there shall 
be no more of this self-gratitication which so 
unsettles me for my work.” 

To resolve, with Violet, was the same as 


doing, and when the carriage came she sent and 


down word that she had decided not to ride 
that afternoon, if Mr. Lawrence would excus 
her; but a sigh of regret escaped her when sh 
saw the spirited horses driven from the door. 
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you?” he demanded, in a hoarse, unnatural 


voice. 

Violet had not recognized him until he 
spoke; but now, witha sinking heart and a 
feeling of intense disgust, she saw that she 
was ‘face to face with Wilhelm Mencke, her 
sister's husband, who, it was evident, had 
become a sot, and, if appearances did not de- 
eave her, almost a beggar since she last saw 

m. 

‘““Who are you? who are you?” he cried 
again, in a shrill, ae voice, a look of 
fear and dread almost convulsing his features, 

He afterward confessed that he believed him- 
self to have been attacked with delirium tre- 
mens and haunted by Violet’s ghost. 

**T am Violet,” the startled girl at last found 
voice to say. 

“You lie?” the man cried, cowering before 
her as if she had struck him a blow ; then he 
— an awed, husky whisper. ‘‘ Violet is 

ead. 

‘*Dead |” repeated Violet, wendertauty. 

*“* Yes, dead—and buried ; I saw her laid in 
her grave with my own eyes,” he reiterated, 


his staring eyes still riveted upon her face. 
“That is not possible, ilhelm,” Violet 
answered. ‘“‘I ran away from you and Belle 


because I did not wish to marry Lord Cameron; 
but I did not die. I went directly to Paris.” 

The man was shaking as with an ague fit ; 
his eyes were still frightfully wild, his whole 
attitude betraying excessive terror, 

**No, no,” he muttered. ‘“ Violet was buried 
at Mentone—I saw her—I know it!” 

“You are mistaken, Wilhelm,” Violet re- 
turned, as she began to have some inkling of 
the truth; ‘‘if any one is dead—if you have 
buried any one believing it to be me, it must 
have been that poor girl with whom I exchanged 
oT 

“Hal! what is that you say?” cried the man 

' with a start, and recovering himself somewhat 
at this statement, while he drew a little nearer 
his sister-in-law. *‘ What ‘poor girl’ do you 
mean?” 

‘* A peasant girl who was also running away 
from an unhappy home and a cruel father, 
Violet explained. ‘‘ We met on the road not 
far from Mentone and she told me her story. I 
was so afraid ot being seen and recognized that 
I persuaded her to let me have her costume in 
exchange for mine. Can it be that she is dead!” 
the young girl concluded sorrowfully. 

** If, what you tell me is true, it must have 
been that girl,” Mr. Mencke replied, pleased 
with the discovery that he was not a victim of 
= tremens and that Violet was not a 
spirit. 

** How did she die?” she inquired, her mind 
still upon the unfortunate peasant girl, while 
tears started to her eyes at her sad fate. 

** Drowned,” Wilhelm Mencke said, laconi- 


cally. 

os ee Lisette! How could it have hap- 
pened?” cried Violet, in a horrified tone and 
growing very pale at the intelligence. 

“She probably made a misstep on the cliffs 
and tumbled into the ocean,” explained Mr. 
Mencke. “Her body was found four weeks 
afterwards, but it was so disfigured it could 
not be recognized, save by the clothing, which 
we knew was yours, and so of course concluded 
it must be you.” 

Violet shuddered. It seemed a horrible fate 
et it might have been hers. She won- 
de how she had managed to escape falling 








e | from those perilous cliffs as she made her way 
e | over that strange road in the darkness. 


‘““Where is—Belle?” she asked, with some 


She would not allow herself to brood over | reluctance,after a few moments of sad thought. 


her disappointment, however, but devoted a 


solid half hour to vocal practice—her left | man angrily, a heavy scowl disfiguring 


arm not yet being strong enough to admit of 


‘“*The devil knows—I don’t,” Te the 
is face. 
Violet looked both astonished and disgusted 


instrumental work—after which she devoted | at this rude reply. 


herself diligently, for another hour, to English 
literature. 

Then she dressed herself for dinner, and 
went down to the table, at the usual hour, 
with a bright, cheerful face. 

** Were you so wearied with your duties to- 
day that you could not ride, Miss Hunting- 
ton?” Mr. Lawreuce inquired, as she took her 
sear. 

“Oh, no, sir, I am feeling perfectly well; I 
think it has done me good already to take up 
my work again. ButI had something to do for 
myself which has long been neglected, so I 
thought it best to remain at home this after- 
noon,” Violet answered, in a bright, animated 
tone that at once dispelled all the gentleman's 
anxiety on her account. 

She then turned the subject, and adroitly 
managed to divert his attention from her phys- 
ical a during the remainder of the 
meal. 

Lessons went on somewhat better the next 
day, but when the hour arrived for their ride 


again, Violet excused herself as before, upon | 


the plea that the spring was advancing so 
rapidly she must not delay any longer some 
shopping that was necessary for her to do, 

Mr. Lawrence begged to be allowed to drive 
her down town to Arnold, Constable & Co.’s,or 
wherever she might wish to go; but she said 


her memorandum was not yet made our, and | 
she wou'd not detain him, and Bertha, becom- | 
ing impatient to be on the way, they drove off | 


wirhout her. 
Violet's list was not so long but that she 
soon made it out, and in less then twenty 


minutes after the departure of the others she | 


tripped forth into the street, hailed a car at 
the nearest corner, and so made her first trip 
alone to the business portion of the city since 
her residence with Mr. Lawrence. 

She proceeded directiy to Arnold, Constabie 
& Co,’s, where she made her purchases, which 
she ordered to be sent home, after which sne 
sauntered up Broadway, having a curiosity to 
see something of the great thoroughfare of 


| shoulders and a suggestive leer. 


** What do you mean, Wilhelm?” she asked, 

gravely, ‘‘and why do I find you here in such a 

light?” glarcing over his soiled and thread- 
are apparel. 

He laughed disagreeably at the question. 

** You see me looking like a begyuar because I 
am one,” he answered, roughly. 

** What do you mean?” she repeated. 

“ I am dead broke—that is all,” sullenly. 

**Do you mean that you have lost all your 
money and—mine, too?” Violet demanded, 
wondetingly. 

‘** Every dollar of it.” 

* How?” 

The man laughed uneasily, but, with an air 
of bravado he made first a motion as if he were 
shaking and throwing dice, then as if shuffling 
cards and she knew that he had gambled it 


away. 

“What did you mean by saying that you do 
not know where Belle is?” Violet inquired, 
without making any comment upon the loss of 
her property, though she was astonished to 
learn that it was a!l gone. 

**Just what I said,” Whilhelm Mencke re- 
sponded gruffly. ‘*‘ When she found I'd made 


| way with all the money she denounced me in 


language more expressive than agreeable; said 
she never wanted to look upon my face again 


| and much more of the same sort; so I took her 


at her word, cleared out, and haven't seen her 
since.” 

“When was that?” Violet asked. 

** Last December.” 

‘* Where were you then?” 

**In London.” 

“Do you think it probable that she has 
returned to America?” 

“] cannot say. I only know that she made 
it so hot for me that I wanted to get into a 
cooler atmosphere and so I vamoosed,” the 
man returned with a shrug of his huge 
**T don’t care 
if sree see her again,” he added, with an 
oath. 

Violet regarded him with more and more of 





ton og she h « eard so much, and knew so 
ittle. 

She really enjoyed her liberty as she walked | 
leisurely along, occasionally stopping to look 
in at the shop windows, pausiog now and then | 
to examine the pictures in some art store, and | 
greatly diverted as she went by watching the | 
busy, hurrying throng. 

On and on she walked, taking no note of time 
or distance, until something prompted her to 
turn into a wide and more quiet street on her 
left, and she wended her way slowly along, | 
thinking how strange it was to be there in | 
New York and not know a single person, | 
among its million of people, save those with 
whom she was living. 

‘It is almost like being an alien in a strange 
land,” she murmured, a little sadly, while, for | 

he first time during her residence there, a 
slight feeling of home-sickness came over her. 

She had noticed in turning the corner that 
there was a oe church vear by, and she had 
thought to walk past it and ascertain if possibile 
what denomination worshiped there. 

As she came opposite its spacious entrance 
she observed that some one was sitting upon 
one of the steps and leaning against a pillar. 

A second glance told her that it was a man— 
heavy in form, gross in appearance, shabbily 
dressed, whiie he reclined there motionless, 
with his hat pulled far over, and mostly con- 
cealing his face. 


Violet thought that he must be intoxicated | away from that chap you promised to marry?” 


and was probably sleeping off the effects of his 
tations, but just as she was pone him he 
ifted his hat and glanced sleepily 
his bleared and swollen eyes. 
The effect of that glance was electrical, for 
the next moment he had sprung to his feet, a 





fearful imprecation bursting from his lips, his | and trials of her life without experiencing pain. 


face, which but a minute before had been of a 
dusky red, suddenly blanchin 


despise the “‘ chattering French people.” “And 


take care of myself, for I never intended to go 


said, tremulously, asa flood of painful memories 


at her out of occupying one of the finest positions in Eng- 
an 


4 to the pallor of | but I know also that I should 
death, while he trembled visibly in every limb, | of doing Lord Cameron the greatest wrong pos- 
“Girl! girl! who, in Heaven's name, are ' sible; so I ran away because Belle was deter- 


repugnance—indeed, she was half afraid of 
him, in his present state, and wondered how it 
was possible for any one to fall so low in so 
short a time, 

‘* Well, you've catechised me pretty thor- 
oughly ; now suppose you answer a few ques- 
tions yourself,” he remarked, drawing nearer 
to her, his fear having all vanished upon dis- 
covering her to be of real flesh and blood instead 
of an apparition. ‘“ When did you come to 
New York?” 

** Last October.” 

‘** Where were you between May and October?” 

** Most of the time in Paris.” 

‘* What were you doing there?” 

“ Scudying music and French.” 

‘*Hadn’t you had enough of that lingo?” 
sneered Wilhelm Mencke, who affect to 


where did you get money to pay your bills?” 
Vie had saved it from my allowance,” said 
Violet. 
‘* what was your object in studying there?” 
“To fit myself for a teacher, so that I could 


back to you and Belle.” 

“You didn’t eh? Why not, pray?” he de- 
manded, flushing. 

** Because you were not kind to me,” Violet 


rushed over her. 
““Humph! Whatin thunder made you run 


the maa asked, sharply. ‘Instead of having 

to work for your own living you would now be 
Violet’s face grew — pale and sorrowful. 
She could never 1 those sad incidents 


‘* Yes,” she said, Oat ed | poes ba : 
ave nm guilty 


mined that I should marry him, and there was 
no other way, such @ fate.” 

“ But you prom him that you would 
him, and it was a shabby trick te bréak it an 
run away from him at the last moment.” 

“TI do not think I ever did really promise,” 
Violet said, thoughtfully. ‘‘It was more than 
half Belle’s doing, and I was drawn into it be- 
fore I was aware of it. At any rate, I felt that 
I should be committing sin——” 

ne st mepeet—pone old lover?” sneered 
Wilhelm Menck g@ her keenly. 

“Oh, no; for Wallace was dead, you know,” 
Violet answered, sadly, but flushing si nti: 
asshe thought that he did not know af the 
sacred bond that had united them, “but I did 
not love Lord Cameron, and he was too a 


man to be hampered with a loveless wife, so I | | 


thought it was better to run away at the last 
cogene than to perjure myself and ruin his 

‘e,” 

Her companion 7“ her keenly during this 
speech. It was evident to him that she had 
= yet learned the truth about Wallace being 
alive, 
ian did not — } wat r ing 

8 supposed death, for he thought perhaps he 
might yet make profitable use of the fact of his 
existence, if he should ever meet the young 
man again. 

**So you are really earning your own living?” 
he remarked, changing the subject and running 
his eye critically over her neat, trim figure, 
while his fat shoulders shook with amusement 
at the idea; for in the old days in Cincinnati 
she had never been required to do anything for 
herself. 

‘* Yes,” Violet said, briefly. 

** You look as if you fared 
he added. ‘‘ What are you do ng? 

“Teaching. Do you suppose Belle has gone 
home to Cincinnati?” 

The eeee irl suddenly and purposely 
changed the subject, for she did not wish to 
tell him any more about herself if she could 
avoid it. 

**T don’t know—nor do I care,” the man re- 
turned, gruffly, and completing his sentence 
with some observation not very complimentary 
to Mrs. Mencke. 

Violet flushed indignantly at his coarseness, 
but made no reply to it. 

‘““Where are you teaching?” he inquired, 
persistently going back to that subject; ‘in 
the public schools?” 

‘‘No; Lam giving private lessons in French 
and music,” Violet said, after a moment of 
thought, and not tainking it necessary to tell 
him what else she was doing. 

““ Where do you live?,” 
tate hesitated; but at length she said 

fi would prefer not totell you, Whilhelm. I 
have broken away altogether from my old life, 
and I have no desire to renew its former asso- 
ciations. It is a hard thing to say, perhaps, 
but you and Belle both have alienated your- 
selves of my affections by your unkind treat- 
ment. I sometimes think it is very strange— 
it does not seem as if an own sister could treat 
one so.” 

A peculiar gleam shot into Wilhelm Mencke’s 
eyes at this, and his lips parted as if he was 
about to speak, but he checked himself; and 
Violet, not noticing it, went on: 

‘* You say that people believe me to be dead 
—let them continue to think so; I am happier 
as Iam, living among comparative strangers 
and in the independence of self-support, and I 
am doing no one any wrong by keeping my 
existence unknown. If you are living here in 
New York I hope we shall not meet again, and 
I do not wish you to try to discover my abode. 
Ino —— owe you any obedience, for you 
have forfeited all right to any authority over 
me by your unkindness and the squandering 
of my property, and, om I suppose I might 
call you to account for it, I have no desire todo 
so. I simply ask you to let me alone,” 


(To be continued.) 


welt] well, too,” 





































The Only Pullman Sleeper for New York is 
via Erie Ry., leaving Toronto 4.55 p.m. 
Comfort is everything while traveling and 
in order to obtain this little luxury, you should 
o- your tickets via the picturesque Erie. 
cu can also leave Toronto at 3.40 p.m., by 
the magnificent steamer, Empress of India, 
solid train from Port Dalhousie. 








The Mosquito’s Song. 





AL 3 


“I stood on the bridge at midnight.”—Lise, 





On the Train. 


Blossom (to Drummer sitting by open win- 
dow)—Excuse me, sir, but that open window is 
very annoying. 

Drummer (pleasantly)—I'm sorry, but I’m 
afraid you'll have to grin and bear it. 

Blossom—I wish you would close it, sir. 

Drummer— Would like to accommodate you, 
but I can’t. 

Blossom—Do you refuse to close that win- 
dow, sir? 

Drummer—I certainly do. 

Blossom—If you don’t close it I will, 

Drummer—I’ll bet you won't. 

Blossom—lIf I go over there I wil). 

Drummer—I'll give odds you won't. 

Blossom—I'll ask you once more, sir, will you 
close that window ? 

Drummer—No, sir; I will not. 

Blossom (getting on his feet )}—Then I will, sir. 

Drummer—I would like to see you do it, 

Blossom (placing his hands on the objection- 
able window)—I'll show you whether I will or 
<=. sir. Bs 

rummer (as ossom tu at window)— 
Why don't you close it? = ’ 

Blossom (getting red in the face)—It—ap- 
pears—to be stuck. 

Drummer—Of course it is. 


I tried to close it 
before you came in.— Life. " 





They've Got Home from the Country. 
“Why, is that you?” cries the first woman as 
they meet on the street. 
‘* And is that you?” 
“Just got home?” 
“ Yes * 


“So’d I. Have a good time?’ 

** Beautiful [” 

‘*So’d I. Splendid time. What'd you see?” 
‘*Everything.” 

* So’d Gain any?” 

“ Five pounds.” 

“So’d I. Baby sick?” 

* Yes,” 
“So was mine. Have any mosquitoes?” 
** Lots.” 

Hate to come home?” 


Make lots of friends?” 


I just cried when I left. Did your 
ree get smashed ?” 


es, 
“So did mine. Isn’t it horrid? Did your 
dresses wrinkle?” 
* see 
= oe = Got a girl yet?” 
0. 
“Neither have I, Isn't it dreadful? Well, 


good-by. 
“ Good-by.”— Detroit Free Press. 













To Correspondents. 


[Correspondents will addrese—'' Correspondence Column” 
Sarurpay Nien Office.) 

Avavsta J,—See Eleanor. 

Doxetra.—Vanity, some resolution, much languor and 
carelessness. 

Pae@an —Ambition, ostentation, order, self-will and much 
hope and sincerity. 

Pack.—Self-willed, hasty in temper, affectionate, vain, 
generous and decisive. 

Rosautg.— Order, frankness, unselfishness and inde.ision 
are exhibited by your writing. 

Euganor.—You are babi: erous, pathetic, 
careless, rather thowghtens end diners. ee . 

Porris.—Your writing denotes order, selfishness, pru- 
dence, timidity, some vanity and earnestness. 
Basurvt.—Your writing shows warmth of heart and a 
generous nature, but far too much indecision. 

Pansy.— , decision, precision, self-esteem, ambi- 
tion and sensitiveness are shown in your writing. 

ARCHANGE.—Generous, Se persevering and loqua- 
cious. Add spondence Column SaturDAY Ment. 

H. Anvers.—Your writing displays tact, generosity, 
— strength of purpose, considerable vanity oa cordial- 


Irisn, Guelph —Cordiality, dexterity, judicious firmness, 
— energy and perseverance are shown by your 
writing. 


Mi@s, Brooklyn, N. Y.—You are doubtless se'f-reliant, a 
= selfish and inclined to be despondent, cautious and 
cere. : 


Resecca Rockwoop.—Your writing shows generosity, 
carelessness, obstinacy, good intuitive perception and 
imagination. 

Guapys M.—You are thoughtless, flippant, a little selfish 
and uncharitable, ambitious, but not decisive, and a little 
too indolent. , 


Eisa.—You are ambitious, enthusiastic in all under- 
takings, rather prudent, orderly and possessed of tact and 
vivid imagination. 

ZILLA —Writing is that of a self-willed and eccentric girl, 
with s‘rong self-reliance, much strength of purpose and in- 
clination to jealousy. 

Yuca, Niagara-on-the-Lake.—You are, doubtless, endur- 
ing. possess good executive, are rather sympathetic, slightly 
self-assertive, energetic and ambitious. 

ANNIE ROONEY AND HER Sister.—Writing exhibits order, 
delicacy of thought, consideration for others, shrewd ess, 
reserve and tact, with scme self-reliance. 


Turse Joity Cnvums, Belleville.—You must send more 
than your names scrawled on a bit of paper. Half-a-dozen 
lines are plenty, but a name is only a slight guide. 


Emper.—I should judge you to be cheerful, unostenta- 
tions, rather impulsive, self-esteeming and not altogether 
unselfish. You are probably sincere and sympathetic. 

H. B. Norman, Barrie.—Cheerfulness, considerable pru- 
dence, energy and sympathy are shown in your writing. 
2. David Copperfield in conceded by many to be the best. 

Fitz, Barrie.—The writing displays a merry disposition, 
good executive ability, a stormy temper, coun se!f esteem, 
siderable vivacity of manner and speech, and simplicity 
of tastes. 


Sesscriser, St. Thomas.—Your writing exhibits self- 
esteem, a careless and fun-loving nature, sincerity, some 
obstinancy and loquacity. Your friends must write more 
than their names. 

TrintDAD.— Your answer was probably in the fourth issne, 
but I cannot say. I have no recollection of the name. The 
writing shows sensitiveness, decisive will, order, caution 
and perseverance. 


Littis, suT O My!—1. Aman who does not fulfil prom- 
ises ie not to be trusted. His intentions may be of the 
best, bué hie lack of executive ability makes him s weak 
tool in the hands of circumstances. 


Dvucurss, Hemilton.—Your last letter could not have 
reached me. The writing shows prudence, with rather too 
much showness in arriving at decldiona. You are probably 
unostentatious and not overly sympathetic. 


Max B., Barrie.—Energy, self-esteem, ambition, persever- 
ance, an inclination to jealousy and much order are exhib- 
ited by \our writing. 2. There are several schools there. 
ag might write to some doctor for addresses and particu- 
jars. 


Bertua.—No, I cannot see much force of character in the 
writing enclosed. It shows ambition, certainly, but not a 
very high one, and the indolence and indecision clip the 
wings of the soaring spirit. I would think him sincere, but 
very care!ess. 

Brook.tyN —Your complaint seems to be resting on a 
very reawonable foundation. I will wail it out to the high 
dignitaries, and trust you will find some improvement. 2. 
Writing shows resolution, order, caution, reserve, gentle- 
ness and generosity. 

Tue Vixen.—You are p'obably impulsive, tender hearted, 
quick tempered, ambitious but lacking in resolve. 2. The 
definition of a flirt has been so often discussed that I am 
afraid you are not erquiring very earnestly. I think fli ts 
are those who win love by making false pretences of regard. 

[1pA PgarL, Bariie.—A girl of eighteen summers and 
wiaters, should wear her hair in a catagon braid, or else in 
narrow basket plaits pnned tightly, and arranged in a 
circle. 2. No, she should not f° out much. 3, Delicacy 
of thought, firmness, cc nsi¢erable regard for the conven- 
tionalities, vivacity and good intention. 


Herzipau.—The directuess of your query has interested 
me very much in you, and I should like to help you if I 
cou'd. If you choose to send me an addressed envelope, I 
will write you some ‘‘ remarks” on the subject which may 
prove useful. The writing indicates perseverance, much 
energy, sincerity, originality, gooi executive and self 
esteem. 

Greta.—You are wise, I think, to admire Scott's novels, 
but I do not cansider that altogether a result cf your Scot- 
tish parentage. If you were gets aa with Burns’ songs, 
it would be more conclusive evidence 2. Your plumes 
may be dyed, and will look quite well after the process, but 
do not have the hat black. Get a pretty wide-briu.med 
felt of soft old blue, and trim with a quill cf ve.vet aid) our 
feathers. 

Tue Missixa Lixk, Woodstock.—Am so xlad you are 
located at last 2. if you met at the housecf a mutual 
friend you would be justified in recognizing your partner 
at cards, even though an introduction had been neglected. 
3. Better let your mother ask him. 4. Do not be so foolish 
as t> bleach your hair. Golden hair is no longer fashio» - 
able, and your own brown tresses will be sure to suit your 
face much better. 


Deve kin.—Gentleness, merriment, ambition and erratic 
temperament ae indicated by ycur writnr. 2 Ue 
almond meal in tte water in place of ‘oap. If you can 
wear gloves at night you may use some whitering salve, 
Tae best, cheapest ant most harmless, because pure, is 
made of a tablespoonful of freshly-rendered mutton tallow. 
Melt it, then beat until a little cool, add a teaspoonful of 
glycetine and two cf rose-water, beat again until it forms a 
thick paste, and box for use, 

BetLa W., London.—Hot tallow poured upon an ink stain 
will cause its removal in the wash, if the material be linen 
or cotton. If white wool, salts of lemon will take it out by 
applying it in a liquid form with a brush, and sponging the 
material with clear water directly after. If the fens 
fabric be colored woolen, throw common salt upon the 
stain, and lift it off with a knife, as soon as it becomesdark, 
applying fre-h salt so long as it is colored by the ink. These 
are simple retmedi.s, and have, .o my certain knowledge, 
proved ¢ff. ctual. 


A Maipex in Brown —I am afraid, my little friend, that 
cu woud be doing wrong. 1: similar cases, of which I 
ae haa knowledge, trouble has resulted from such pro- 

ceedings Two confidences are so hard tokeep. If you act 
upon your impu se—and it is quite a natural proceeding— 
I greatly fear an estrangement fiom the young lady in 
question. This is quite candid, and, though you may think 
it hard, please remember that I speak from experience, and 
honestlv wsh to aid you. If you write again keep your 
queer little psendonym. 


Loop-Lipta —1. A conversation contest is very often 
quite amusing. Topics are arranged and the partners are 
changed st an appoiuntd time. Votes are then given and 
the most successful lady and gentleman are queen and 
ae. oe the ae re of the - of conversation. 2. 

ly speaking, it is not a recognized proceeding, but if 
there is no objection made af your mother I should not 
say you are inthe wrong. 3. It would be better to ask a 
friend in to belp entertaip. 4. The crape will abrade the 
skin. 6. I could not give you the address of any person 
poumee the ability you mention. Your writing exhibits 
ntuitive perception, an impulsive temperament, some 
carelessness, self-reliance and vanity. 


Cosetant Sunscriser.—The photograph enclosed is that 
of a thoughtful and conscientious map, is eyes show 
caution aad sincerity, the forehead retentive memory and 
fair reasoning powers, the nose tact, the mouth impulse 
and loquacity, while tae chin is firm enough to 
the heeolessness of the mouth and the warmth of temper 
shown in the eyebrows. He is probably inclined to see 
affairs in their woret light. 2. Always down in left hand, 
and always up ip right. 3 All dentists are not doctors of 
dentistry. An extra examination and an extra fee entitle 
them to the “Dr.” before their names. 4. You are not 
indebted in the least, and { shall be pleased to assist you 
whenever Ican. 6. Writing indicates amiability, strength 
of purpose, good executive ability, cenerosity and s wnguire 
temperament. Have destroyed the portrait. 





The Color He Preferred. 
Architect—Have you any suggestions for th 
study, Mr, Quickrich? 7 a nang 
Quickrich—Only that it must be brown. 
Great thinkers, I understand, are generally 
found in a brown study, 


A Business Operation. 
Editor—Here’s a fellow who has sent in his 
first poem. 
Proprietor—Run it in, by all means, He is 
sure to buy a hundred copies to send to his 
friends.— Harper's Bazar. 





SAVOY HOTEL 


‘* The Hotel de Luxe of the World.’”” 





and very easy to take. 
a dose. 
not gripe or purge, but by their 


1 QO wis saiet Seen sos Teep then, 





Jewell & Kinnear 





Victoria Embankment 
LONDON 





MAGNIFICENT RIVER VIEW 
LUXURIOUS SUITES WITH 
BATH ROOMS 




































































































































SHADED ELECTRIC LIGHT EVERY- 
WHERE. NO GAS. 
SAVOY KESTAURANT 
Wirn LarcGe Terrace. THE FINEST AND 
ONLY OPEN- AIR RESTAURANT IN LONDON, 


Overlooki 
THE C 


the Embankment and Gardens, 
ISINE RIVALS THE MOST 
FAMOUS CONTINENTAL AND 
AMERICAN RESTAURANTS. 
Chef de Cuisine, M. Escorrier, 
Acting Manager, M. EcHENARD, 
General Manager M. RITZ. 


SURPRISE) | 
y | ANT 


TOUT 
b) 


weet, snowy-white, | 
yellow. Flannels notto shrink, cotton |//] 
} rot, nor hands chap, but soft and white. q 
Use the “Surprise” way. No boil 
or scalding. "Re Try 


i Mfg. 
LC a 


clothes « 


markable! 





CUR 


Sick Headache and relieve all the troubles inct- 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &c. While their most 


remarkable 


success has been shown in curing 


SICK 


Headache, yet Carter's Litrie Liver Pits 
are equally valuable in Constipation. curing 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach, 
stimulate the liver and regulate the bowels. 
Even if they only cured 
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is the bane of so many lives that here is where 
we make our great boast. 
while others do not. 


Our pills cure it 


Carter's Litrie Liver Pius are very small 
One or two pills make 
They are strictly vegetable and do 
ntle action 
lease all who use them. In vials at 25 cents; 
ve for $1. Sold everywhere, or sent by mail. 


CARTER MEDICINE CO., New York. 
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JAMES GOOD & CO. 
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send direct to the man 
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COLBORNE STREET 


The merchants and professional gentle 
men of Toronto preter to lunch at the Cok 
borne Street restaurant, where ever ything 
is under Mr. Fred Jewell’s personal super- 
vision, to going where they would not find 
the same individual attention. 
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CHAPTER V. 
‘“‘“THE DETECTIVES STORY.” 


Tae day described in the ‘ast chapter was a 
very busy one to Standish, but in the late after- 
noon he managed to call on Callander. 

Standish was a good deal annoyed to hear 
that he had gone out of town for a couple of 
days—where, the waiter = not know, Neither 
porcer nor clerk could give him any informa- 
tion ; only Boots knew that the direction given 
to the driver of the cab called for him was to 
Victoria, 

S:andish mused over Callander’s possible rea- 
sons for choosing that route. He did not know 
af any which recommended it, for it was not 
likely he would visit either of the friends who 
resided near the lines converging at that sta- 
tion—true, Eastport and Fordsea could be 
reached by the South Coast Line; but why 
should he not travel as usual by the South. 
Eastern from Waterloo? 

Arriving’ at his chambers only in time to 
dress for dinner, Standish was a good deal 
disturbed by a letter which awaited him from 
Dillon, 

** Sir,” it ran; ‘I should feel much obliged 
by your fixing some time most convenient to 
yourself, when you_can give me an uninter- 
rupted interview. I have now completed the 
search you commissioned me to make and I am 
anxious to lay the results before you. You 
cau then judge what claim I have to the reward 
offered by the relatives of the late Mrs, Cal- 
lander for the discovery of her assassin. May 
I ask you to keep this communication strictly 
private for the present ? 

*T am, yours respectfully, 
*‘ LUKE DILLon.” 

Alter a few minutes’ thought, Standish 
wrote a few lines, appointing the following 
evening at eight o'clock. 

The dinner to which he was engaged proved 
very agreeable in every way. It was a small 
gathering of men occupied in — and the 
conversation was interesting, “yoy to 
Standish, to whom everything relation og 
land’s foreign relations was of the hi Saeat rand 
portance. at across the intellectual excite- 
ment of interchanging views and ideas with 
men of thought and information came at inter- 
vals the stinging question - ** What is Dillon 
going to reveal? Can it be possible that he 
will verify Dorothy's wild conjecture, or rather 
her conviction? No, the idea is too outrageous.” 

It was a wild, stormy evening when Stand- 
ish, having despatche a solitary meal at his 
club, returned to his own abode to wait the 
appearance of Dillon. 

Ha had not called at Princes Place, for he had 
an unaccountable reluctance to tell Dorothy of 
his expected interview, and he knew that 
Henrietta would worry him to stay to dinner, 

He had had a note from her in the morning, 
describing her aunt’s nervous seizure, and 
asking if he knew that Colonel Callander had 
gone out ot town again. This he answered, 
promising to visit her the next day. 

** Not at home to anyone except Tr. Dillon,” 
was Paul's order to his servant as he exchanged 
his frock coat for a smoking jacket, and, light- 
ing a cigar, took up an evening paper, to which 
he could not force himself to pay any attention. 
He had not long to wait. A few minutes after 
eight Dillon was shown in. 

**Good evening, sir,” he said, in a grave, im- 
portant tone. 

Standish fancied there was a triumphant 
gleam in his light-gray eyes. 

**Good evening, Dillon. I am looking for- 
ward with curiosity to your communication. 
Sit down.” 

“Hope you'll be satisfied, sir,” said Dillon, 
drawing a chair, and taking out a small note- 
book, which he laid before him on the table. 
**T have done my best, but it has been a diffi- 
cult job, and I did not feel at liberty to speak 
until I had my chain of evidence complete. If 
you'll allow me I'll begin at the ~~ He 
uttered a loud ‘‘' Hem!” and looking at the 
book before him for a moment, proceeded, 
** When you applied to me last September—the 

20:h, I see,” (Standish nodded)—*‘and I went 
down to Fordsea, I found the usual sentimental 
difficalties. I could get over these, you see, if 
I were a regular police detective, but as it was 
I was in your service, and must not go to view 
the poor lady till ——— was interfered 

But I persuaded the old Nurse (who 
had more brains than the rest) to let me have a 
very private view. I saw how the body lay, 
the head a good deal bent forward as if slipping 
off the pillow, the face so calm and peaceful 
that she could have had no glimpse of whoever 
was going to deal her her death blow. I took 
a good look round ; but I could not stay long, 
because Mrs, M’ Hugh was horribly afraid the 
Colonel would find her out, and he had given 
strict orders that no one bat the woman who 
attended to her should be let in after the jury 
had viewed the body.” 

He paused, but Szandish sat silently gazing 
at him, 

** J got a good deal of information talking to 
the servants till I knew the life of the family, 
which seemed peaceful and happy enough,” he 
resumed, ‘‘ and at the funeral I had along look 
at Mr. Egerton. He struck me very particu- 
larly. He’s as handsome a man as you'll see in 
aday’s march. But there was a devil of some 
kind in his eyes, and if ever a man was in mor- 
tal agony of grief be was. The husband was 
quiet and resigned compared to him. Mr. 
Egerton looked to my mind like a man con- 
science-stricken. Of course I had heard a good 
deal about him—how he was wanting to meee 
the young lady, Mrs. Callander’s sister, an 
all that. But it seemed odd to me that 
he never came near her nor Miss Oakeley. 
Taen you gave me full right to examine the 
room, to put the ladder across the window, 
and to talk to Miss Wynn. You remember 
she thought she had heard the bar of the win- 
dow fall. Well, sir, 1 saw clear enough that 
she thought there was more in it than a mere 
vulgar murder with robbery, and that she was 
particularly anxious not to give meaclue; io 
short, that there was something in it she 
didn’t want me to fiad out, and I began to 
smellarat. I began to think *Has the hand- 
some fine gentleman, that has been like a 
brother in a manner of speaking, anything to 
do with it?’ Jealousy has been at the bottom of 
such a pile of crime.’ 

S andish moved uneasily, and uttered a half- 
articulate exclamation. ‘‘ You were saying 
——?” suggested Dillon, 

**Nothing. Did you then discard the theory 
of Hd sailor's guilt in the matter?” 

Yes, sir; pretty soon. I’m coming to that. 
Then, sir, I ‘thought of you. You are a good- 
looking chap, and easy in manners, a’most like 
a Amurikan, and the widower's reluctance to 
see you was rather remarkable ; but I didn’t 
hold to that very long. I never could get to 
speak to the young lady often enough, She 
knew ° thing or two, but she was as close as 
wax. ave up the idea of the Spanish sailors 
fora many reasons. First, how the deuce 
could these men know that Colonel Callander 
was not sleeping in his wife’s room? They 
couldn’t gossip with the servants, for they 


know where the ladder was kept ¢ Of course, 
they might have overhauied the premises some 
other night, but it’s not likely, Then, I de 
any stranger to have lifted up that bar an 
stepped in right against that dressing table 
without making noise enough to disturb a 
timid woman, unless she knew who was mak- 
fos ly it, and that is not a pleasant nor a probable 

2a.” 

* My God, no!” cried Standish, 

**Now, you see, from the way the poor thing 
was lying, her face was to the window, a 




















stranger coming in by it and pushing the dress- 
ing-table must have roused her. She would 
have seen him, screamed, and, even if killed, 
her face, her position, would have been totally 
different.” 

*“*To what conclusion does this lead you?” 
asked Standish, eagerly. 

“That the murderer entered by the door of 
her room ; that his ste ep, his presence, was so 
familiar thet he could approach almost to 
touching her without creating disturbance or 
alarm, and then as she lay, still and unresist- 
ing, he struck her dead w th one blow in the 
vital spot left undefended by her position.” 

Standish was a man of great nerve and self- 
control, but he changed color at the horrible 

| and degrading suspicion so ruthlessly presented 
to him by the unmoved detective. 

**No, sir,” he resumed, “no stranger struck 
that blow! In addition to these conclusions, 
which any man of common-sense might have 
arrived at, I observed, on the outside of her 
door, a little splash, a mere spark, of blood, low 
down near the floor, and a speck near the 
handle, which those dunderheads, the police, 
had not detected. You see, they were all so 
taken up with the notion that the murderer 
came in from outside, that they never looked 
beyond the interior of the room itself except to 
search the poor servants’ boxes, I believe! 
Besides these, I picked up, half under the bed, 
where no doubt, it had been pushed by some of 
the feet that trod there, this bit of a silver 
ornament.” He drew it from an inner pocket, 
and laid it before Standish, who stared at it 
with distressed eyes. 

* You don’t happen to have seen it before, 
Mr. Standish ?” 

“*No, certainly not,” replied Standish, sharp- 
\y, while he thought with dismay of Dorothy’ 's 

escription of theJbroken silver shell with the 
half-holes at one side. 

“Well, sir, I thought you might have seen 
it. I showed it once to Miss yun, and she 
said she had never seen it before, though her 
eyes didn’t back her up! That little bit of sil- 
ver has given me a heap of trouble. I have 
hunted to and fro to find the other bit of it, but 
I did at last.” 

‘* For God’s sake get on!” cried Standish. 
** What have you discovered? Who do you 
sus ct?” 

ear me out,” replied Dillon, sitting up- 

right, and assuming a more earnest look. ‘I 

made up = mind when I rubbed away those 
° 


2 rks of od, that someone in the house — 
e deed, someone to whom the r lad 
nesueiean, whose presence did not d near’ 


ber, or frighten her, who could come in and 
out, and knew the ways of the place, where the 
ladder was kept, and how long it would be be- 
fore anyone would come to find her stiff and 
stark! Those strange sailors would never 
have dared to come into a house with a master 
and two men sleeping init. No, sir; the hand 
that struck the blow was her husband's |” 

** You are raving!” exclaimed Standish. 

**No, I am not, sir. Listen. From many a 
trifling indication I got out of Collins, aud the 
old nurse, I believe the unfortunate man was 
eaten up with jealousy. The more I watched 
him—and I have shadowed him for months— 
the more convinced I grew, that, in some mad 
fit, he put an end to her, and then tried to mis- 
lead us all mY Jaying that ladder on to the 


window-ledge 

* It is im wattle | ” ejaculated Standish. 

““No, it ain’t! Jealousy is the undermining. 
est thing out. It works like rats through a 
wall, gnawing and gnawing for many a long 
day unheard, till all at once its ugly head gets 
out to the light to kill and todestroy! Ah, Mr. 
Standish, the biggest lot of cruel deeds I have 
traced home took me straight to jealousy !” 


Standish stared at him with blank, bewil- 
dered eyes, 

" Weil, though I was pretty sure it was he as 
did the deed, it was very hard to get proof. I 
followed him pretty close; wherever he went 
1 was by him in some disguise or another. - 
an awful time he has had of it. From all 
see, I'd say hanging is atrifle to what he nas 
gone through! Srill, I could never get a 
glimpse of any knife that had ornaments on 
the sheath answering to this, Another thing 

uzzled me—he always kept in with —— 

got to see Egerton more than once, but he 
was uncommon haughty and snuff-the-moon in 
his ways. I wasn’t good enough to touch with 
a pair of tongs—Oh, dear no! I'd have rather 
proved him guilty than the other poor fellow. 
Latterly I've begun to think he suspects the 
truth. Anyhow, after waiting and watching, 
I got what I wanted at last. 


** When Colonel Callander came back from the 
Continent the other day, I began to hang about, 
and pay a visit now and again to that respect- 
able, civil-spoken man, Mr. Collins, and one 
morning I found him packing up the colonel's 
duds, so I sat down and discoursed him a bit, 
watching him sorting the things. Presently 
he came to pistols, and a queer, long, narrow, 
foreign-looking knife, with an inlaid handle, 
and shell-like bits of silver stuck on to the 
sheath. It was uncommon like the queer sort 
of weapons hung upio Mr. Egerton’s rooms, 
but the ornaments were different. I took it to 
the light to examine it, with my back to Mr. 
Collins, and tried this bit where one of the 
ornaments was jagged and broken. It fitted 
perfectly, apo 

**Still——” urged Standish, starting up, and 
moving restless y,to the fireplace. 

**One moment,” said Dillon, raising his hand. 
“The man who had seen the figure carrying 
the ladder, I ought to mention, in conversing 
with me, said it was a broader, larger man than 
Egerton, though about his height. Last of all,” 
he continued, speaking more quickly, ‘‘I fol- 
lowed the Colonel to Fordsea, where he wan- 
dered about on land and sea. He was always 
going off in a boat with that old tar—you know 
him !—or else he’d be off, striding so fast that 
there was no keeping up with him, to the little 
churchyard by the hill-side, with a basket of 
flowers for the grave. At last I hired a dog- 
cart, and used to drive past as if quite on 
my own business, He never noticed! Twice 
I saw him outside groping under some 

rse bushes that grew above the low wall. 

ou know the wide view there is all around. 
Not a soul was to be seen stirring. I drove 
past, and waited under a piece of broken bank 
a little further on. I told the boy I had with 
me to hold the reins, as I wanted to gather 
some of the ferns about there, and I gradually 
got my head over the bank, and saw the 
Colonel coming slowly down the road. I 
watched till he disa peared on his way back, 
then I went on picking ‘ specimens’ here and 
there till I came es nigh where I had 
watched him stooping down, Not asoul was 
to be seen. When I was therein the autumn 
time there used to be bits of boys neomigas nore 
and goats, but there were none now. hen I 
got about the part where I had noticed the 
Colonel I looked wel) eround under the bushes, 
and at last I came upon a spot where 
the ass looked a obit disturbed and 
mix with mould, as if some one had 
been digging for roots. 1 took the bearings of 
it, and went away back to Fordsea with enough 
leaves and sorting to set up.a botanist. Very 
early next morning I found thecolonel was goin 
off to London, so ny a trowel, and then 
watched him stort off in the train, As soon as 
I saw him safe I trudged away to the ae I 
had marked, I would take no one wit 
It was easy to dig, for the soil had been lately 
stirred, and scarce a foot below the surface 
came to & gold chain and locket, then a brace- 
let, then I picked out three or four ri then 
a gold le, all messed with mould. There 
are more t ae, but these are enough for me,” 








































He took a brown paper parcel from his 
pocket, and, ming it carefully, displayed 
the trinkets. soiled and bent. 

Standish took up and examired each. Hs 
was stunned, yet did not let himself go. Dillon 
was not the man to whom one shoul make an 
un arded admission. 

“Your extraordinary ingenuity has un- 
earthed an extraordinary story,” he said at 
length. ‘The circumstantial evidence against 
Colonel Callander is of course very strong, but 
it is not conclusive.” 

aint le not,” returned Dillon carelessly ; 
“ still I think there is enough to justify me in 
applying to the Eastport magistrates for the 
reward and detailin, my reasons for asking it.” 

**No doubt,” rejoined Standish, coolly, see- 
ing Dillon's arifc, while the revolting conse- 
quences of publicity rushed into his mind. 

The arrest of Colonel Callander, the terrible 
stain on Mabel’s character which his fatal 
jealousy, eee unjustifiable, would leave, 
and backed by Mrs. Callander’s evil tongue it 
would be indulible--and Dorothy! Whatever 
it cost, Dorothy must be saved from further 
shocks, deeper pain even than any she had 
gone through. 

“T do not suppose Colone! Callander’s family 
would wish to rob you of a reward which you 
have so justly earned by your zeal and perse- 
verance, though certainly I little anticipated 
the curious direction your inquiries have taken. 
Your own experience must have shown you 
how misleading circumstantial evidence very 
often is. Further search might show a differ- 
ent side to the story. Suppose I promise you 
another thousand if, by your trained skill and 
natural acuteness;, roe discover any other solu- 
tion to the mystery? 

* There is no otherto b2 found. Still there is 
no reason why the true facts might not be kept 
dark, and all notoriety, and scandal, and sen- 
sational paragraphs avoided. It’s worth pay- 
ing a second thousand for that alone. En? 
Just think of it all. The assertions about the 
Colonel's discoveries. the contradictions and 
counter-assertions. Why it would be months 
and months before that nice young lady would 
be able to take up a paper.’ 

‘“*Very probably,” returned Standish, still 
esimly." a Mt is natural to dread such publicity ; : 
still, it may be more just to Colonel Callander 
to pursue your researches and see if some key 
cannot be found to the extraordinary riddle 
your discoveries present.” 

** Look here, Mr. Standish,” said the detective 

ee ‘you are a little too exacting. 

y shou d I work avy harder for that second 
thousand than I have done? The more we 
seek, the worse the caae will be against your 
friend. The best piece of service you can do 
him and all the family is to keep it all dark. 
I don’t believe the r fellow is fe uite right in 
the upper story. ake a day to think over it, 
and if you don’t seal my lips with a second 
thousand, why [ll make sure of the first 
through the magistrates of Eastport.” 

“You are——” began Standish, quickly, then 
paused half a second, and added : “a remark- 
ably shrewd fellow ! ” 

“Ay, that is better!” returned Dillon with 
ao unpleasant laugh. Anyhow, I suppose you 
have seen these things before?” pointing to 
the jewels. 

** Some of them, certainly,” replied Standish. 

“T thought so.” He began to roll them up 
carefully. ‘“‘I need not trespass any longer. 
Tll call to-morrow about this time for your 
answer. I'm pretty sure what it will be. I 
think you are only wasting time.” 

He put his book and the packet of jewels in 
his breast pocket, and, with a keen, lingerin 
look into the eyes of his companion, sai 


abru as: 
evening to you, Mr. Standish.” 

Paul had rarely felt so stunned and helpless 
as when the door closed on Dillon, and the 
strong grasp he had kept upon himself relax- 
ing, he let his thoughts dwell freely on the 
extraordin: summary which the detective 
had just laid before him. What a hideous 
climax to the dismal t y of poor Mabel’s 
death! And Callander, that kindly, upright, 
chivalrous fellow, what a mental wreck he 
must have become, how maddened by disease 
and his mother’s insinuations, before he could 
have laid a destroying hand on his adored wife! 

Paul's heart thrilled with painful pity, when 
he thought of what the man’s terrible suffer- 
ings must have been? But was Dillon right in 
his conclusion? Was there not a loophole of 
escape somewhere from the oo, conviction 
that Callander was the murderer? and that he 
should have suspected him—Paul—of having 
been so base as to tamper with his own ward’s 
fidelity to her husband ! 

“Thank God! Dorothy had the pluck to clear 
me from so vile an imputation,” he thought. 
**I wish Callander would fulfil his promise of 
writing to me! No! I will not believe it yet, 
in spite of that man’s wonderful chain of evi- 
dence. Yet it is amazingly complete, and 
somehow Callander’s extraordinary indiffer- 
ence as to the capture of the assassin had 
always struck me as unnatural! What is best 
to be done? Ifa whisper gets out of the true 
story (if it is true)—the scandal-mongers and 
gossips won’t leave that a girl a shred of 
character! The worst of it is, there is just 
enough folly and weakness at the  bot- 
tom of this disastrous story to make 
it a little difficult to deal with frankly 
—I am afraid we must silence Dillon. 
I wiil only do so under colour of extended 
search for information. I will never admit 
that I believe his inferences, his admission! It 
was to the brute’s devilish interest to prove 
poor Callander guilty!—and Dorothy! What 
shall I do as regards Dorothy—how shall I ever 
break the terrible fact that her brother-in-law, 
the man she loved and respected so heartily, 
was Mabel’s murderer? Need she ever know 
it? I am afraid in justice to that scoundrel 
Egerton I must tell her, some day, but not yet! 
This frightful trial has told upon her! There's 
a brave heart, and a clear brain, sheathed in 
her slight delicate frame. Poor little Dorothy, 
how tender she is in spite of the flashes of fiery 
spirit that light up her eyes—such a loving 
nature. Her frank affection to me is touching. 
I wish I were older for her sake, I might 
be of more use to her, but as that cannot be, I 
wonder if I married Henrietta Oakeley whether 
we might make a happy home for her? They 
are very fond of each other, and Henrietta is 
rather handsome, a good match in many ways. 
How can I branch off to merely selfish con- 
siderations with this dreadful history fresh be- 
fore me? What egotists we are—Iam! I will 
run down to Fordsea if I Roosibly can to-mor- 
row, and see Callander. Meantime, is it too 
late to see Dee and Henrietta to-night? 
Yes, it is past ten. I'll catch them at breakfast 
to-morrow morning and say I am going to join 
Caliander and get him to come back with me, 
that will keep them quiet, and after—well, God 
knows. It is impossible to form an plan. 
Heaven grant me some good inspiration! 
everything looks woetelly dark. 

Dorothy had not oa come ieoakiniee when 
Standish presented himself at Miss Oakeley’s 
breakfast-table next morning. 

“Why, Paul—I mean, Me Standish—what 
in the world brings you here at this unearthly 
hour?” cried Henrietta, who was standing on 
the hearth-rug before a bright coa! and wood 
fire, teaching a beautiful fluffy Yorkshire ter- 
rier high pene. in the guise of resisting 
sugar when offered for a ** Gladstone dog.” 

“T ought to make a thousand apologies,” re- 
turned Standish. ‘“‘Iam m going down to Ford- 

conan to see what Callander is about, and, 

cannot get away till the afternoon, | 
Resse 1 would venture to look in on you 


* i am delighted to see you, and very pleased 
you are to look for that poorman. Do try 
and induce him to come abroad and to keep 
with us. The way he wanders about is quite 
alarming. Dorothy has not made her appear- 
ance ae She is ceaepelly late, poor thing! 
ame is al so mournful. It is really rather 
coz "ft we ink she would feel more comfort- 
able we “could find the wretched murderer 


" Hook" sald Standish, quick and low. 


‘*Here she is!” Henrietta’s heedless words 
sent a cold thrill of pain through him. 

When ne found herself face to face 
with Standish, her a serious eyes lit up 
and a welcoming smile gladdened her sad 
mouth, ‘How earl YY ou are, Paul! Has 
anything happened? e smile dying away. 
“ You look as if you had not slept all night— 
so ill and worn!” gazing anxiously in his face. 

“*T am all right, Dorothy; only, as I have 
been explaining to Miss Oakeley, I intend to 
run down to Fordsea, if Ican manage it, this 
afternoon, and I wanted to see you first.” 

** You are going to find Herbert? Oh, thank 
you, dear Paul.” 

“Sit down and have some breakfast, both of 
you. Collins, lift the covers,” cried Miss 
Oakeley. 

“It is curious, your coming this morning,” 
said Dorothy, unfolding her table napkin. ‘I 
think some fairy must have whispered that I 
had a letter for you. 

asked Standish, 


“For me? ho from?” 
surprised. 

Oh, I did not read it, but it was enclosed in 
one from Miss Boothby, who said she did not 
know your address,” 

‘* From Miss Boothby?” exclaimed Standish. 
** This is most astonishing.” He opened it, and 
had a little difficulty in keeping his face quite 
steady and unchanged when he read : 

‘*Dear sir,—I am directed by Mrs. Callander 
to beg y you will not hesitate to draw upon her, 
even a large amount, should you require 
funds foe the use of Colonel Callander, in con- 
nection with the late distressing event. 

‘Tam, sir, yours, faithfully, 
*C. BooTusy.” 

**The unhappy old woman knows the truth,” 
was Paul’s mental comment.” 

** What does she say? Don’t be mysterious, 
Mr. Standish,” cried Henrietta Oakeley. 

Dorothy did not speak, but she fixed such 
questioning, tender, sympathising eyes on her 
guardian t ‘at he longed to open his heart to 
her. CPiyisin Tiog 

“There is very little in it. There, read it, 
Dorothy.” She took it from his hand and read 
it aloud. 

“Well, really, my aunt is mure of a trump 
than I believed.” ’ said Henrietta exultingly. 

“There is something rather strange about 
this letter,” said Dorothy thoughtfully. 


** Let us believe, with Miss Oakeley, that her 
aunt is a trump,” he returnea, and applied 
himself to his breakfast. 


(To be Continued. ) 


Edwin—And you'll always be true to me, 
Angelina? 

Angelina— Why, do you doubt me, Edwin? 
Edwin—Oh, you're too good to be true.—Life. 


THE OWEN 
ELECTRIC BELT | 


AND APPLIANCE CO. 


Head Office . : > 





Chicago, Dl. 


Incorporated June 17, 1887, with a Cash 
ew of $50,000 “¥..°~ 





71 King Street West, Toronto, Ont. 


G. C. PATT ERSON, Mawager for Canada 


Dr. A. Owen, after years of experiment and study, has 
given to the world an Electric Belt that has no equal i in 
this or any other country. Fully covered by patents 


RHEU MATISM 


is found wherever man 1s found, and it does not respect 
age, sex, color, rank or occupation. 

Medical science has utterly failed to afford relief in 
rheumatic cases. Although electricity has only been in 
use as a remedial agent for a few years, it has cured more 
cases of Rheumatism than all other means combined. 

Our treatment is a mild, continuous galvamic current, as 
generated by the Owen Electric Body Battery, which may 
be applied directly to the affected parts. 

WOMEN 

The Owen Electric Belt is par excellence the woman’s 
friend, for its merits are equal as a preventive and curative 
for the many troubies peculiar to her sex. It is nature’s 
cure. 

The following are among the diseases cured by the use 
of THE OWEN ELECTRIC BELTs: 


Rheumatism Disease of the Chest 


Neuralgia Spermatorrhea 

Dyspepsia Impoteacy 

—- Sexual Exhaustion 
mage sega 

oz Debility pinal Diseases 

Liver Complaint Ne ervoue Saiee 

Kidney Disease Urin 

Female Complainta Gene it ‘Health 


CHALLENGE. 


We challenge the world to show an Electric Belt where 
the current is under the control of the ient as com- 
pletely as this, We can use the same belt on an infant 
that we use on a giant by simply reducing the number of 
cells. The ordinary belts are not so. 

WE ALWAYS LEAD AND NEVER FOLLOW 

Other belts have been in the iaarket for five and ten 
qoute longer, but to-day there are more Owen Belts manu- 

tured and sold than all other makes combined. The 
people want the best. 

Penh ones desiring information regarding the cure of 
AOUTE, CHRONI and NERVOUS DISEASES please in- 
olose SIX (6) CENTS and write for Illustrated Catalogue. 


THE OWEN ELECTRIC BELTCO. 
Tl King Street West, Toronto, Ont. 
Mention this paper. 
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TORONTO MUSICAL INSTRUMENT CO. 


AGENTS AND DEALERS IN 


Pianos, Organs, Musical Instruments 
OF ALL KINDS. 


Sheet Music, Music Books, Ete. 


Terms and prices moderate in all Musical goods. 





346 QUEEN STREET WEST 


TORONTO ? 
“FITS LIKE A GLOVE” 


THOMSON’S 


Glove-sfitting 





Trade Mark. 


ICORSET 


| The Perfection of Sh 
Finish and Durability. 


| Approved by the whole 
ACGLOVE | polite world. 


| ANNUAL SALE OVER 
ONE MILLION PAIRS 


To be had of all Dealers 
throuhout the world. 


- j NINB FIRST MEDALS. 
MANUFACTURERS : 
W. S, THOMSON & CO., Limited, LONDON 


QUICK CURES. 







Corrs GENUINE 
Ai[eH tama on) Sas 


NATURES OWN REMEDY, 


W. GODBEE BROWN & Co. 


PRI-E List 


Regular Standard Belt fur Men, Women and Cnildren, 
$3.50 and $5.50; Corsets, all styles, $1.50, $2 25, $2.50 and 
$3 25; Chest Protector, #4; Hair Brushes, $1.25, $2, $2 50, 
$3 and $3.50; Flesh Brushes, $3 50; Tooth Brushes, 603.5 
Hair Curlers, '60c.; Nerve and Lung Invigorator, $6; In- 
soles, all sizes, 600. ; Teething os 60c.; Plasters, 
302.; Foot Salve and Corn Cure, 30. 

All the above are the genuine Dr. Scott's Electric goods, 
and can be relied upon. They are permanently charged, 
wonderfully efficacious and infinitely the best and cheapest. 
Beware of all Belts that require recharging with vinegar or 
acid. Tney are dangerous, making sores on the body. Dr. 
Scott's can be worn with perfect safety under all ciroum- 
stances, always doing good. Inquire at your druggist’s, or 
remit the price to W. GODBEE BROWN & CW., 221 
St. James Street, Montreal, and you will receive the 
article, post paid. Agents wanted. Mention this paper. 
Send for Catalogue. 
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HERVOUS APrEtcTions 





Fragrant sui deli.ncfui to use. Sace in Loogus, Ger- 
many. The trade mark “ 4711” on every cake. 


GENBRAL AGENTS 
LYMAN, KNOX & CO. ° 7 7 { es 





INVIGURATING 


LAVENDER 
SALTS 


REGD. 


Our readers who are in the 
habit of purchasing that deli- 
cious Perfume, “Crab Apple 
% Bioesom,” of the Crown Perfam- 

(9 ery Co., should procure also a 

bottle of their ‘‘ Iavigorating 

“pun moter Lavender Salts.” By leaving 
the stopper out for a few mo- 
ments a delightful perfume 
“} escapes, which freshens and 
purifies the air most enjoyably. 

Made only by THE 


| Crown Perfumery Co., 172 New Bond St., London. 
| Genuine only with Crown Stoppers as show n above. 
| SOLD EVERYWHERE 


pln FILLED 


35 Cts. fora $2. 00 Ring. 
(his ring is made of Two ee mao 
f SOLID 18 KARAT GOLD, com- 
»sition metal, and is warranted ae wear 
lor for years, A written 
with eac ch ring. The re 
















areguiar $10 ring. To introda 
send the ring to any address, to; F her 
N 





with special terms to Agents, 2 receip 5 

post or cash. Sux poe was never advertised before, ‘Orde er im- 

mediately. (Send slip er size of your finger.) Address 
SEARS & ©0., ots ¥ onge St, Toronto, Canada. 


JERscY KOUMISS 


MANUFACTURED BY 


DAN TAYLOR & CO. 


DISPENSING CHEMISTS 


All physicians who have had experience with Jersey 
Koumise say that its beneficial results are most marked in 
cases of Indigestion or Dyspepsia, Consumption or any de- 
rangement of the stomach. 


Price $1 per Doz., or 100. per Bottle 


Arcade Pharmacy 


188 Yonge Street 
Telephone 1108 
N. B.—Orders delivered to any part of the city. 





J. YOUNG 


THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 


847 Yonge Street, Toronto, 


Dunn’s 
Mustard 


LARGEST SALE IN CANADA 
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Sompereres Hon, G. Fi. sheen W. L. FORSTER 
TORONTO MN [Je verte « toectner ARTIST 
STUDIO 81 KING 8ST. EAST 
NSER "| f 10 HAMILTON MacCARTHY, RC.A,, 
SCULPTOR. Artist of the Col. Williams and Ryer- 
ww R y = eeeeed Eines, fees = Children’s Portraits. Studio 
OF MUSic —— et, Se 


F. W. MICKLETHWAITE 
PHOTOGRAPHER - 
Cor. Jarvis and King Streets - = Terente 
Sparctattizs—Outdoor Views, Crayon Portraits. 
“THE BEST” 
GUNBEAMS 


ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 
116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 
Photographs of all sizes 
Sunbeams $1 per doz. 


M ISS PLUMMER 
MODIST}E 


57 GLOUOESTER STREET 


ReoMsS GOLDEN LION, R. WALKER 

& SONS, King St. East. 

MESS PATON has just returned from New York fully 
prepared to entertain and undertake the commands of her 
many patrons. Her rooms are now open and thoroughly 
equipped with the coming styles and modes, a the 

nvites an 


FOURTH YEAR 
OVER 1,200 PUPILS LAST THREE YEARS 


Pupils may enter at any time. Send for 90 page calendar 


containing announcements for present season—gratis—to 
EDWARD FISHER, Musical Director, 
Cor. Yonge st. and Wilton ave. 








TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC, Ltd. 
In affiliation with the University of Toronto. 


Thorough musical education in all branches. SPECIAL 
ADVANTAGES. F. H. TORRINGTON, Musical Director* latest French, English and American fashions. 
— early visit and inspection. 
A. < (ATE OF THE Letpale Tcronto, September 13. 
, 
GI ce Jarvis St. Baptis 
i Toronto, teacher of 
Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 
at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 349 Jarvis Street 
ISS MARIE C. STRONG 
PRIMO-CONTRALTO 





OPEN FOR 
CONCERT ENGAGEMENTS 


Also receives pupils in Voice Culture and Pianoforte Play- 
ing, after September 1. For terms and circulars address 
30 Bond Street, Toronto. 


LOY». N. WATKINS 
S303 Church Street 
Guitar, Mandolin and 





Thorough instruction on Ban 
Zither. 


E. WELLS 


Teacher of Piane and Elocution—Latest Method 
For terms apply 98 Gould Street. 


R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Church and Musical 
Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


Organ, Piano and Harmony 
94 Gloucester Street 
WaA4LttTER DONVILLE 
Teacher of Violin 
Pupil of Prof. Carrodus, Trinity College, London, Eng. 





Buchanan &t., and Toronte College of Music 


SIGNOR ED. RUBINI 


Pianoforte pupil of Moscheles and Thalberg, late principal 
professor oe singing at the London Academy, London, Eng., 
is now a resident of Toronto, and gives lessons in singing to 
ladies and gentlemen, amateur and professional studerte, 
and specially prepares pupils for ail branches of the musical 

fession—operatic, concerts and oratorios. Voice pro- 
Snction | is one of Signor Rubini’s specialties. Terms mod- 
erate. Circulars on application at residence, No. 7 Metcalf 
Street, or to Mesers. Nordheimer’s or Messrs. Suckling & 
Sens. Evening classes for gentlemen. 


V P. HUNT, PUPIL OF CARL 
* Reinecke, Graduate Leipzig Conservatory of Music, 
teacher of pianoforte, Toronto Conservatory of Music ; 
director of music, Oshawa Ladies’ College ; organist, Zion 
Congregational Church ; teacher cf piano, organ and theory 
of music. Applications received at the Conservatory, cor- 
ner Yonge street and Wilton avenue, or residence, 150 
Wilton ave. 





ME. . W. EDGAR BUCK, Basso-Cantante 

Pupil of Manuel Garcia, London, Eng. Conductor 
** Toronto Vocal Society.” Voice Culture and Singing. In- 
struction for Oratorio, Opera and Concerts. 555 Church St. 


ANADIAN COLLEGE OF COM- 
MERCE. 

Incorporating Canadian Business University, Bengough's 
Shorthand Institute, Warriner’s Courses of Higher Com- 
mercial Training. 

Most modern and thorough business course. Pioneer 
shorthand schoo!. 800 graduatesin good positions. Finest 
rooms and location. Most practical courses of instruction 


in Dominion, 
NIGHT CLASSES 


In Bookkeeping, Penmanship, Arithmetic, Shorthand and 
Typewriting commence Ist Monday in October. 


Bengough & Warriner 


TORONTO 
Cor. Yonge & Gerard f 


H. CLARK 


‘ ELOCUTIONIST 


(Open fog Concert engagements and evenings of Readings.) 
“PRIVATE PUPILS IN ELOCUTION 


68 W ‘inchester Street ___ Toronto 


LOWE'S ACADEMY 


OF 


Bookkeeping, Shorthand < Typewriting 


POR LADIES AND GENTLEMEN 


LOST 


All tenderness and soreness of the feet since we have been 
buying our 


BOOTS AND SHOES 


From that old reliable house of 


H. & C. BLACHFORD 


AMERICAN GOODS A PECIALTY 
87 and 89 King St. East, Toronto 


278 Spadina Avenue and 184 
Parliament Street 


Pupils are taught above subjects privately and thor- 
oughly for $5. 


H WILLIAMS & CO. 


SLATE AND GRAVEL ROOFERS 
4 Adelaide Street East 


Manufacturers and dealers in Roofing Materials, Building 
Papers, Carpet Felt, &. Also lay Trinidad Asphalt on 
Stable Fioors, Cellar Bottome, &e. 





PICKLES’ ‘SHOES MADE R 
HIGH CLASS, soe _ an 


LOW PRICE 





RAND NATIONAL 
Hack and Coupe 
Stables, 108 Mutual St. 
Handsome turnouts 
with careful drivers 
any time day or night. 


Telephone 2104 


- Arthur M. Bowman 
a Proprietor 














—_ ames es Whitham & Co.'s 


CELEBRATED 


POLICE 


TRULY CALLED THE 


GREATEST 





Gy 
MEDICINE ry BOOTS 
m@ WORLD) J[2.) eer 








suitable for every 


WALK 


of life. 


ONE oF THEFINEST 
REG’D 


Whitham 
WM. WEST & CO., 246 Yonge Street 


Absolutely Guaranteed to Cure 
The pat teapet 5 Sofnwentignte pegpenate nate, Bes en 


Testimon 
Radam Microbe Killer Co., Limited, 1290 King 
Street West, Toronto, Ont., sole owners and maaufacturers 
for the Dominion. Beware of impesitions. See our Trade 


Mask. 


‘THE LEADER SAMPLE ROOM 


THE CHOICRST LINRS OF 
WINES, LIQUORS AND CIGARS 


First-Class Restaurant in Connection 
E. SULLIVAN, Proprietor 


THE MERCHANTS’ RESTAURANT 


6 and 8 Jordan Sireet 
This well-known restaurant, having been recently en- 
and refitted, offers great inducements to the public. 
The Dining. -room is commodious and the Bill of Fare care- 
fully arran; and choice, while the WINES and LIQUORS 
are of the Quality, — the ALES cannot Proprietor. 
Telephone 1090. ENRY MORGAN, Proprietor. 


FOR OYSTERS ena 


CALL AT 


JAKE’S VIRGINIA RESTAURANT 


DOORS NEVER CLOSED 
Grand Opera Hweuse Building. Tel, 2060 


GEO. W. COOLEY, 567 Yonge St. 


IMPORTER OF 


WINES ARD LIQUORS 


Wholesale and Retail 


Sole Agent for Florida Wines 
_ Che phone 3089 


SUPERFLUOUS HAIR, MOLES, 
Warts, Birth Marks, and all facial blemishes perma- 
nently removed by electrolysis. 
DR. FOSTER, Electrician, 183 Church St. 


R. THOMAS MOWBRAY 
Architectural Sculptor 
IN STONE AND WOOD 
S36 Yonge street Arcade 








THE PROPOSAL. 





The Home Savings & Loan Co.(Limited) 


OFFICE No. 78 CHURCH 8T., TORONTO. 


Deposits received, small and large sums. Interest at 
highest current rates allowed. 


Hon. Frank Smrrn, James Mason, 
resident. Manager 


DYE WORKS 
Our Specialties — Ostrich Feathers, 
Eid Gloves, Ladies Dress Goods, Jack- 
eta, etc. 
A.J A. JAMES, 183 Richmond Street West, Toronto 


VTE 











med-1O 0 Lom aA 


One 


S MORE ‘way 
EXCURSIONS 


British Columbia, 
Washington Territory, 


Oregon and California 

Leave TORONTO 11 p.m. FRIDAY, 
Sept. 19th Nov. 14, 28 
Oct. 3, 17, 31 Dec. 12, 26 


Running through to Vancouver without change. 
For Berths and all eoneies apply to any Agent of the 
“7 ¥ or write 
R, CALLAWAY, 
24 York Street, Toronto. 





18 King Street hob 


F, 4. SEFTON 
DENTIST 


I72 Yonge Street, next door to Simp- 
son’s Dry Goods Store 
OMETHING NEW IN DENTISTRY 

Dr. Land’s Porcelain Fillin Crowns and Sections. 


Also Continuous Gum a if operations known to 
modern centistry practiced. 


CHAS. P. LENNOX 


Yonge Street Arcade - - 
. Telephone 1846 


| 
WITHOUT A PLATE 


Best teeth on Rubber, _ Vitalized air for painless 
extraction. Telephone 1476 
C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 


PATTERSON & FENTON 
Dentists 


DOWN TOWN OFFICR 


141 YONGE ST. 


Room B 





OFFICK AND RESIDENCE 


169 COLLEGE ST. 


DR. MCLAUGHLIN 
DENTIST 


Corner College and Yonge Streets 
Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth. 














LOOK 


FOR THIS SPACE NEXT WEEE 


Something of special interest to 
those who appreciate 


ART - IN - DRESS 
TAYLOR & CO. 


Art Tailors - - 89 Yonge St. 


438 YONGE ST. 


OPP. CARLTUN STREET. 


MISS HOLLAND 


Would intimate to her customers and ladies » peneealty that 
she has now a very large and choice stoc! 


French Patterns in Millinery 
Together with novelties in 


Flowers, Ribbons, &c. 


Of which she would solicit inspection. Also very hand- 
some — ong Small Dolmans. 

Dresamaking Department under first-class management 
and most satisfactory results. 


AND 
- SPECTACLES «- 
Aoourately aes. First quality lenses. Opera and Field 


J. FOSTER, Ts Ming Sereet ‘West 








Steamship, Rail and Boat Ageney 


NIAGARA RIVER LINE 


Chicora and Cibola 


Lovely summer route to 


Buffalo, Niagara Falls, Cleveland, New 
York, Boston, Philadelphia, Washington 
ano all American Points 

sent attention given to Church and Society exour- 


Oeoen steamship tickets sold to England and the Conti. 
nent. For full particulars and tickets apply to 


ROBINSON & HEATH 
Custom House Brokers, 69} Yonge St. 


NEW MUSIC 


No Life. Without Love Walizes 













By Chas. Bohner...... Price 60c 
Reverie Musicale Valse 
By J. C. Swallow..... Price 503 
Move On Polka 
By Chas. Bohner........ Price 40 
—_ Flowers Waltz 
By M. A. Weped....... Price 500 





Every piece a gem. Ask ycur dealer 
for them or order direct from 
the publishers 


WHALEY, ROYCE &CO. 
MUSIC DEALERS 
158Yonge Street, Torcntc 





McCAUSLAND & SON’S 
WALL PAPER 


IMPORTATIONS 


ARE UNEXCELLED FOR VARIETY AND BEAUTY 
OF DESIGN. ALL GRADE AND PRICES 


76 KING STREET WEST 
TORONTO 





Carpets Cleaned 


On the floor or taxen up and cleaned—any 
ae way to please you eA 


aoe yg appreciate a ¢ fforts - please them, be- 
we e as prom ae le with 
Telephone to 3751, oresnd o card to sy ‘E 


The Toronto Carpet Renovating Co, 


509 1-2 Yonge Street 


White Enamel Letters 


FOR WINDOWS 


Caesar Bros.’ Patent. 


Th most conspicuc as and durable letter in the market. 
Not affected by light and frost. 


Canadian White Enamel Sign Co, 


_4 + Adelaide Street West. Toronto 
_ Agents wanted fn every City and Town in Dominion. 


THE SCHOOL OF CUTTING 


Teaching our New Tailor 
System of Drese and Mantle 
cutting for ladies’ and chil- 


ees sarmente. Perfect 
DRESSMAKING 


Our art. Perfection in Fit, 
Fashion and Finish. Speciai 
attention to Costumes and 
Mantle making. 


MILL INERY 
Leading et Well as- 
— fall oa at reduced 


a “& &. CARTER 
372 Yonge St..cor. W alton 
Teronto 





Established 1860 


PU Caelees) ya Ya 
Ce: Aer etd De 


i OUVEEN ST r 


iasy and Other Chairs 


Drawing and Dining-Rooms Suites, 
Parior, Office, Study and 
Other Furniture 


Gi ios 


ne Va ZUNE 











These 8 are manufactured by me, and are adapted to 

she requirements of home and places of business. I keep & 

stock, also make to order. holstering is a specialty, 
beth in design, quality of material and richness of color. 


WELLINGTON STOTT 


170 King Street West Toronto 





Spotting a Beat. 

I was taiking with the night clerk in a Cin- 
cinnati hotel when the "bus backed up and » 
late passenger got down and camein, He had 
on a silk hat and a fine suit of clothes, and car- 
ried a handsome pormanteau. I sized him up 
for a diamond agent, and from the way he car- 
ried his baggage I believed there was quite a 
load in it, 

**Good evening.” 

**Good evening.” 

* Will you place this bag in your safe and 
give me a receipt for it ” 

** No, sir.” 

“ What!” 

*T gaid no, sir.” 

“Do yee mene to say that you won't care for 
my property 

% P do, sir.” 

tees is an insult!” choked the stranger. 

* Yes, 

“And if you were out here I'd knock you 
down for your impudence |” 

The clerk opened the gate and walked out 
and hit the stranger on the ear and then kicked 
him out. The satchel fell to the floor and the 
shock opened it, and out rolled an old shirt, a 
pair of socks, three or four brickbats, and an 
ancient paper collar. The clerk threw it after 
the man, who picked it up and dusted. 

** Who was it?” I ask 

‘*A professional hotel beat.” 

** How did you know it?” 

“ By his zene | to make himself solid before 
he had registered. All the high-rollers work 

the same Be = He'd have squeezed us for about 


$30."—N. 
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ANY LADY WHO! AMERICAN FAIR 


334 Yonge Street, Toronto. 








See particulars of our prize story competition 
on the editorial page (page 6). Uo not be afraid 
to send in your contribution Bit sores 
by your address an effort made to re 

urn you your manuscript, if rejected, though 
this is not promised. 
ences 
A Long-Felt Want. 

Newcomb—It must be a pretty hard struggle 
for you tosupport a family of eighteen.children. 

idder—Oh, I make ’em pay th ir way. Hire 


em out to childless people who want to take 
the children to the circus to see the ar imals. 


Wears Undervests will be interested A grand assortment of the finest Egyptian Sponges from 5c, each for a very fine baby’s 
own Sponge, worth 10c., and up to a large beautiful sponge for 21c, worth 40c. 


in heari ng of the new “* Health ” Coal Scuttles are now wanted. Best made, handsomely paintod and gold banded, ordinary 
. size 19c., large, 24c., with funnel 33c. 
brand, which over one hundred of A large assortment of splendid School Bags, 2lc., worth 35c.; 24c., worth 40c., and 29¢. 
° . . o anf worth 50c. 
the princi pal doctors in the Dominion The finest Ink for office and schools is Barns’ Ink, 4c. per bottle. 
have seen and most h igh ly recom- Get our Catalogue and Price List. Open evenings. 
W. H. BENTLY & CO. 


mended. If they are not stamped 
plainly with the word ‘'Health,” you 

won't be buying the right article. CORRECT 

Insist on seeing this mark, W. A , 

Murray & Co’ keep them. Style is necessary for the suc- 
has been added which contains cholce tote of | ae. ee ee cessf ul treatment of a room. 
sto drensmabg department for children TH i MASON & RISCH Working as we do in every 
pers and dressing jackets. The dress goods de- “g » branch of house decorating 

TUDIO, we are in a position to ensure 
MATCHLESS correctness of style. 


partment shovs scme beautiful novelties in 
ples ey combination dresses, a large stock ot 
IN ELLIOTT & SON 
STYLE 94 and 96 Bay St. Toronto 
9 


H_ S. Morison & Co. 


Thecustomary fall —e of this wellknown 
establishment took place on Wednesday last 
and was a greater success than any of their 
former openings. During the summer Morison 
& Co. have doubled the size of their premises 
by the addition of the store at the south side 
No. 216, a move made .necessary by their ever 
increasing business, and which enables them 
to display their fine stock to greater “po ges 
In their exhibit of imported mantles they 

sent alarger and more varied assortment t on 
ever before, a all the latest novelties, 
‘They have also added a large stock of children’s 














<a diagonal clothes and tweeds and some 
ely patterns in French brocade silks, also a 
tons assortment of gloves, hosiery and an ex- 
cellent display of corsets. The store was decor- 
ated with plants supplied by S. Tidy & Co. 


ri 
Misses E. and H. Johnston will exhibit a full 
stock of personally selected French millinery, 
and the latest novelties in dress goods at their 
Fall — on Kama and Wednesday, 
e 











RECITAL wx CURTAINS, CURTAINS 


$300. | JOHN KAY,SON &CO. 


EASY TERMS. Have purchased a manufacturer’s stock of 


JESSIE ALBXANDER 


IN NEW READINGS 


ASSOCIATION HALL| WAREROOMS: | 5 Quen sreeer west, | TORONTO. |RICH SILK TURCOMAN CURTAINS 


At a discount of 33 1-3c. off, which they have marked very low. Prices 


ON 
Tuesday, C October c ( OA » A N D VW. O O D ranging from $16 to $76 per pair. Over fifty varieties to choose from. 
Purchasers can have from one to thirty pairs of a pattern. Also a lot of 


Plan opens at Nordheimers’ Tuesday, September £0. 











PAVILION MUSIC HALL WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 
TUESDAY, OCTOBER 14, AT 8 P.M. COAL—Very finest qualities in the market of Egg, Grate, Stove, Chestnut and OVER 2,000 PAIRS 
ee a wow Hard and Soft. All kinds constantly on hand 
Has the honor to announce his 4 ° and, 
SECOND ANNUAL EVENING CONCERT 100 Bundles Kindlinge W d f $1 LACH £2 U RTAINS 
pate wile found inthe Programas. “He wil be alo ; a cs hin 00 or At about half price. These goods are of the best quality. 


kindly aesisted by the following distinguished artists: Mme, 


Sualeoppe Dinelli Violl cello. Gondustee, Sig ad beter Page i kN TN 
Tikes no teny at Nordine ora 8 KEIRANs vse McADAM APPLIQUE, IRISH POINT, SWISS AND BRUSSELS POINT 


Tickets now odin ‘as Nordheimers’, or at Signor Rubini’s 








agp ct 7 lO OFFICES AND YARDS—559 Queen St. West and 737 to 741 Queen St. West : rea ae ee eee 
Grand Opera House a cima Lea emapends of aoe “ak an early call will be 
THORSDAY, FRIDAY AND SATURDAY —. — ot 

ii anita SE w 0d oak CARD JOHN KAY, AY,SON & CO. 


34 King Street West, Toronto 


I take much pleasure in intimating Th F eee 
to my patrons and the public generally Miss PAYNTER, O U R 


that I have just received my Fall and 
Winter importations, comprising Scotch 


ape gg | MILLINERY PARLORS |Torrific (ut on Privgg 


Worsteds for Suitings, Venetians, 
Beavers and Melton Overcoatings, and ( Wi ( (; NOW OPEN | 
an exceptionally fine line of Trouser- e Did the work, and produced a crowd of 








ings which - my om and would With all the Latest Novelties of the | buyers large enough, enthusiastic enough 
ask your early inspection. Season. | and liberal enough to overwhelm less cap- 
2s produced at Bucksport and Hollis St. Theater, Boston. The Fashionable West End Tailor, Have now opened out and invite in- able merchants than ourselves, and proved 
The Great Original Cast, including to the people that our great 
; 1 spection of their large impor- : oo ere 
DORA WILEY a , oe No 3 Rossin House Block, 
“ The Sweet Singer of Maine.” 119 King Street West. tations of * ’ 
a eee opens at the Box Office Tuesday, September KING STREET WEST. $ 5 
& 





JACOBS & SPARROWS OPERA HOUSE) SEND TO 


~ihccenle obese woot Making the Fur Fly 


Week Commencing Sept. 29 


s oe ee Was a genuine Bonanza for the citizens of 
Dinners Toronto. Although our sales have been 
enormous, we have still about 


Mantles, Silks, Plushes, Velveteens, 
Velvets, Mantle Cloths, Hosiery, 






as ap expression indica- 
tive of push and enter- Gloves, Underwear, Corsets, etc. At Homes 
e -_ fits in appropriately . c - Weddi 
ONES d ace | ad ete. Lowest Prices. Largest assort- edadings — 9 O 
Banquets 
ment yet shown. Ball Suppers 
a 
In Frank Harvey's Great Melo-Drama HAMMOND Dress and Mantle Making. Special Receptions, etc. OF THE 1,000 LOT LEFT 
‘ attention given to making Sealette eopinioe But they are going fast. If you are wanting 
The World Avainst Hor \) THE FURRIER, Mantles EVERY MINUTI& a bargain now is the time. 
3 Boys’ Suits, regular prices $3.50, $4, 
WHOSE STORE AT ee ; $4.50, $5, $5.50 and $6, 
66-68 and 447 Yonge St., Toronto 
Popular Prices, 15¢., 25¢ , 35c. & 50c. 129 YONGE ST. $$$ ALL GO FOR 
— Toronto McKEOWN & CO. FINE TAILORING 
Matinees Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday is filled with a stock of : e 
Week October 6—Our American Stars : 182 Yonge Street en | 


I have just received a full as- 


MISS STEVEN § sortment of all the latest nov- 


Invites the early inspection of her elties in Suitings, Trouserings, 


Millinery, Feathers Overcoatings, etc., purchased 


| 
Flowers from the best markets for the | Clothing 
axe Fall trade. Gentlemen requir- i and 221 Yonge Street 


Ontario Jockey Club| Fur Capes, Storm Collars 
nan and Walking Jackets 


Six Races, including Steeplechase, 
Saturday, September 27 


FIRST RACE AT 2.30 P.M. 


Badges tor Sale at J. K. Ellis & Co.'s, cor, King Fancy Goods ing a first-class, perfect-fitting Corner Shuter Stre 
and Yonge Streets 


bday Suit or Overcoat, should not KN CORSETS |. ADE TO ORDER 


Members’ care leave Queen's Hotel at 1.30 p.m, 
Retuin tickete.75c. each, to be obtained there from 1 p m. Mourning Millinery &| fail to call on 


iF Satistaction Guaranteed. 





L. OGDEN, Secretary. s P| ais Specialty Dress Cutting Taught 
GK NTLEMEN sae JOHN J. TONKIN | Mazic Scale Agency 
St, East. =: Opp. Holy Trinity Church, Toronto. COR. YONGE & RICHMOND, TORONTO. 426} Yonge St., Just South of College 





TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


R. WALKER & SONS’ 


POMANTLE «DEPARTMENT 


STCCKED TO OVERFLOWING WITH ‘ 


NEW AUTUMN GOODS 


Jackets in various styles, in Cloth or 


Serge, both 


in black and all new colors, 


including navy, terra cotta, browns, 
myrtle, etc., with Empire Sleeve and 
Stuart Collar. 
ULSTERS, with separate capes, in 
"Cloth or Serge, Velvet or Plush Empire 


l 


‘Sleeve, in black, navy, fawns, myrtle, etc 


DOLMANS, braided and applique, in Fine Satin 
Cloth, also Silk and Plush, with Matalasse Combination. 


Direct from the best tailors in Germany, France and 


England, very cheap. 


R. WALKER & SONS 


33, 35 and 


See particulars of our prize story competition 
on the editorial page (page 6). Do not be afraid 
to send in your contribution. If accompanied 
by your address an effort will be made to re- 
turn you your manuscript, if rejected, though 


this is not promised. 
—_—————— oo 


Now that society ladies have returned from 
sea shore, lake and mountain after their sum- | 
mer vacation and are preparing themselves for | 
the gaieties of the coming season they will be 
interested to learn that some of the most | 
stylish costumes and millinery in town are | 
being shown at the establishment of Messrs. 
W. Stitt & Co. Their goods are well selected 
and with a view to please the most fastidious 
taste. Mr. Stitt is now in New York for the 
purpose of studying and securing the most 
correct and artistic designs. He returns this 
week, and next week their patronesses should 
call and get the benefit of his new ideas. 


The eyes can be fitted accurately with spec- 
tacles at Brown’s, No. 110 Yonge street. No 
charge for testing the eyes. 


| 
| 





H ENRY C. FORTIER 
ISSUER OF MARRIAGE LICENSES 
Office 16 Victoria Street. Evenings, 57 Murray Street. 
OSEPH LAWSON, Issuer of Marriage 
Licenses. 
Office, 4 King Street East. 
Evenings at residence, 461 Church Street. " 
GAMUEL J. REEVES, Issuer of Mar- 
riage Licenses, 601 Queen Street West, between Port- 
land and Bathurst Streets. Open from 8 a.m. to 10 p.m. 
Residence, 258 Bathurst Street. | 


EO. EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 
Court House, Adelaide Street 
and 146 Carlton Street 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 
Births. 

BOISSEAU—In New York, on September 18, Mrs. E. W. | 
Boiseeau—a daughter. 

STUART—At Toronto, on September 18, Mrs. W. Stuart | 
—a daughter. 

GEDDES—At Toronto, on September 18, Mrs. Walter A. 
Geddes—a son. 

COLE—At Ottawa, on September 16, Mrs. Francis Cole— | 
a daughter, ! 

BURNS—At Manitowaning, Manitoulin Island, on Sep- 
tember 15. Mre. J. F. Burns—a son. 

GRten—At Toronto, on September 17, Mrs. Charles 
Greeh—A son. 

KaINS—At Victoris, B.C, 
Kaine—a daughter s 

WALLACE—At Woodbridge, on September 22, Mrs. N. 
Clarke Wallace—a son. 

BOLTON—At Toronto, on September 14, Mra. J. W. Bol- 
ton of Rochester, N. Y.—a daughter. 

HAZLITT—At Toronto, on August 30, Mrs. W. H. Haz- 
litt—a son 
KNEITL—At Stratford, on September 19, Mrs. E. J. 
Kneiti—a daughter. 

PLUMMER—At Stratford, on September 19, Mrs. Thomas 


Plummer—a daughter. : a 
At Dundas, on September 16, Mrs. A. F. Pirie— 


on September 8, Mrs. Tom 


PIRIE 
a son 

KENNEY 
Kenney—a daughter : 

SMITH—At Toronto, on September 23, Mrs. J. Austin 
Smith—a son. 


At Toronto, on September 21, Mrs. J. H. 


HARRIS—At Toronto, on September 23, Mrs. Thomas 
Harris—a daughter | 


Marriages. 
SMITH—CROOKENDEN—At Toronto, on September 22, 
William Smith to Edith Jessie Crookenden. 
DALES—DUNBAR—At Dunbarton, on September 17, 
John R. Daler, M.D., to Minnie Dunbar. 
DWIGHT—LAIDLAW—At Victoria road P.O., Ont., on 
September 19, Lyman Dwight of Winnipeg to Katharine 
Mary Grieve Laidlaw of Toronto | 
MILLER—ALEX ANDER--At New York, on September 
15, Rev. John Ormesby Miller, M.A., of St. Catharines, to | 
Katherine Alexander of Santa Barbara, Cal. ; 
FURQ [AND—ARNOLD--At Toronto, on September 17, 
Be nard Damer Turquand of Tilsonburg, to Bertha Arnold | 
of Thornhill. 
MORRIS—PARKER—At Hamilton, on September 17, 
Robert Simpson Morris to Jessie Corinne Parker 
H{ISLOP—HILLER—At Toronto, on September 20, John 
Clifford Hislop of London, to Carrie Marie Hiller of Phila- 
delphia. 
HIN KSON—FARWELL—At Toronto, on September 18, 
Hon. George Hinkson of Amadore, Mich., to Saretta E. Far- 
well. 
SMITH— GIANELLI Ww. 
Harley Smith, B.A., M B., to Isabel Giane li. 
S!LLIMAN—MENEILLEY—At Toronto, on September 
18, Rilph H. Silliman to Nellie E. Meneilley of Bradford, 
Ont 
TY BERG—SOMERVILLE—In Ancaster Township, on 
September 16, Oluff Tyberg of Brooalyn, N.Y., to Marjorie 
Marion Somerville. 
RU TLEDGE—HAMLY—At Toronto, on June 11, William 
Rutledge of Toronto to Mary Hamly of Port Hope. 
ALLAN—GAVIN—At Toronto, on September 24, John 
R. Allan to Sara E Gavin. 
ECKARDT—HARRINGTON— At Unionville, on Septem- 
ber 23, Arthur Eckarat to Lily Harriagton. 
STARK—SMITH—At Toronto, on December 18, 1889, Will 
Stark to Bertha M. ‘ mith. 


Deaths. 


M()RCH—At Toronto, George Murch, 
MYER3—At Toronto, on September 21, 
Mvers, aged 78 years. 
ROBERTS— At Toronto, Amy Roberts, aged 59 years. 
SCOTT—At Toronto, on September 23, Minnie L. Scott. 
BRYDON—At Mount Brydges, on September 17, Robert 
nee aged 44 yeara, 
OUGH £ED—At Toronto, Jobn Lougheed, aged 47 years. 
L&YS—At Toro to, on September 18, Mre. George Leys 
of Sarnia. a 
HAMILTON—At Toronto, on September 18, Mrs. Hannah 
Wilcox Hamulton, aged 79 years. Mm" A~ & 
TAYLOR—At Toronto, on September 21, ‘Helen 
78 yeare. 
SMITH— At Toronto, John’ Smith, aged 79 years. 
WATT—At Toronto, on September 24, Etta Mary Watt, 
aged 2 years. 


At Toronto, on Septemb:r 23, 


rs. Anne Mason 


“ze 
Taylor, 


| 


37 King Street East ; 


18, 20 and 22 Colborne Street 


ALMA—At Niagara-on-the Lake, on September 21, John 
Tee; Alma, aged 91 yeare. 

McMAHON—At Toronto, on September 
W McMahon, aged 46 years. 

SMITH—At Toronto, on September 20, second son of 
Turnbull and Agnes Amith, aged 4 vears. 

JEWELL—At Cannington, on September 15, Mrs. Mary 
Jewell, aged 78 years. 

BIRCHALL-—-At Toronto, on September 18, Frank Bing- 
ham Birchall, aged 13 years. 

MELLISH—At Brantford, on September 20, Bertha C. 
Melish, aged 23 years. 

McLAREN—At Toronto, on September 21, Thomas Mc- 
Laren, aged 56 years. 

RYAN—At Toronto, on September 19, Patrick Ryan, 
aged 16 years. 


W.™. MILLs, L.D.S., D.D.S, Dentist 


North Cor. Yonge and Albert Streets. Entrance 4 Albert 
Street, Toronto. 


D® J. FRANK ADAMS, Dentist 
325 College Street 


21, Thomas 


2278. 


Telephone TORONTO 
D® 4. F. WEBSTER, Dental Surgeon 
Gold Medalist in Practical Dentistry R. C. D. S$. 
Office— N. E. cor. Yonge and Bloor, Toronto. 
G L. BALL, DENTIST 
* Honor Graduate of Session ’83 and ’84. 


74 Gerrard Street East, Toronto. Tele. 2266 


G. ADAMS 
» DENTIST 
346 Yonge St.; entrance, No. 1 Elm St. 


H. BARITTA MULL 


School of Voice Culture and Singing 
Opens September 1 


Tel. No. 2064. 


The method used in voice-building is that of the old 
Italians, the object of which is to obtain pure and beautiful 
singing. Mr. Mull, formerly a pupil of Signor Barili, 
brother and teacher of the famous prime donne Adelina 
and Carlotta Patti. 

VOICE TESTED FREE OF CHARGE. 


Room 20, new building corner of Yonge and Gerrard Sts. 


$23.50 


We are selling a 


BEDROOM SUITE 


with Bevel, British MIRROR PLATE, 
square or circular, beautifully fin 
ished in ANTIQUE for above price. 


You should secure one of those 
plums. 


R. POTTER & CO. 


Cor. Queen and Portland Sts. 


Telephone 1384 





LARGEST AND BEST ASSORMENT OF 





At 2U per cent, less than any other house in the city. All 
stones warranted as represented. 


GEO. E. TROREY') 


Manufacturing Jeweler 


61 King Street East, opp. Toronto Street 


ELIAS ROGERS 


Late of 203 Yonge, has opened his new and elegant 


J. & J. LUGSDIN © 


Fashionable Furriers 


Short Sealskin Jackets 
Long Sealskin Coats 
Sealskin Dolmans 
Fur-lined Overeoats 
Fur-lined Circulars 
Seal and Persian Lamb Capes 


FUR GLOVES, FUR MATS, Etc. 
J. & J. LUGSDIN 


101 Yonge Street 


Manufacturers, 


A full line of the leading English and American Silk 
and Felt Hats always in stock. A large consignment of 
Lincoln & Bennett's celebrated London Hats just arrived. 


MANTLE DEPARTMENT 


JUST RECEIVED 


300 
GERMAN SAMPLE MANTLES 


No Two Alike. New and Very Stylish : 
S. W. Cor. Yonge and Queen | In order to make room for our regular stock we will give 26 per cent. 


| Off every Coat bought ‘his month. 


A deposit of $2 will secure one. 
Our Fall and Winter stock of Gloves are 


THE GOLDEN CROWN 


240 and 242 Yonge Street 
direct to us, and a more choice assortment has TH re ALLIAN CE 
See eee va| BOND AND INVESTMENT COMPANY 


OF ONTARIO, Limited 


INCORPORATED FEB, 27, 1890 CAPITAL, $1,000,000 


GENERAL OFFICES: 
27 and 29 Wellington Street East 34 and 36 Front Street East 
TORONTO 





Come and have first choice. 


Ladies’ Black Cashmere Gloves, long jersey 
style, at 20c., 25c., 35¢., 40c. and 50c. per pair. 


Ladies’ Extra Heavy Jersey Gloves, 13 and 
14 inches long, at 0c. and 50c., 

Ladies’ Silk Fleece Lined Gloves, at 65c.. 7&c. 
and 85c, per pair. 


Children's Black and Colored Cashmere 
Gloves, at 20c. and 25c., all sizes. 


2 cases Ladies’ Fine Kid Gloves in all sizes 


ve . 
and shades, at 75c. per pair. This Company undertakes agencies of every description, and trusts, such as conrying out issues of cai fos 
companies and others, conversion of railway and other securities. Will give careful attention to management of estates, 
collection of loans, rents, interest, dividends, debts, mo: debentures, bonds, bills, notes, coupons and other securi 

ties. Will act as agents for iseuing or countersigning certificates of stock, bonds, or other obligations. 

Receives and invests sinking funds and invests moneys generally for others and offers the best terms therefor. 

Every dollar invested with or through this Company earns the highest returns and is absolutely safe. 

All investments are guaranteed. 

THE INVESTMENT BONDS of the ar are issued in amounts of $100 and yee and Offer unparalleled induce 
ments for accumulative investments of small amounts, monthly, or at pericds for terms of years from five upwards, 
and the arenes > not only absolutely protected againet loss of a single dollar, but can rely upon the largest returns con- 
sistent with security. 


R. SIMPSON’S tie Alianes Bond and Investment Company of Ontario (Limited 


TORONTO, ONT. 


HEINTZMAN & CO. 


MANUFAOTURERS OF 


PIANOFORTES 


GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT. 


2 cases ‘‘ Perrin's” Fine French Kid Gloves 
in every new shade and in two qualities, $1 
and $1,25 per pair. 


Gents’ Kids, at $1, $1.25 and $1.35, qualities 
guaranteed and shades correct, at 


S. W. cor. Yonge and Queen 
THIS WEEK 


We opened our fall stock of Men’s 
and Boys’ Clothing, the largest and 
finest selected stock in the West 
End, and sold at prices within the 
reach of ail, and fit to wear in the 
factory or in the church. Beauti- 
fully assorted, well tought, and all 
guaranteed as represented. Have 
you ordered your overcoat yet ? 


T. K. ROGERS, Men’s Clothier, 
___522 Queen St. Oe 


The oldest and most 
reliable Piano Manu- 
facturers in the Do- 
minion. 


Our written guaran 
tee for five years ac 
companies each Piano 





_PROF. THOMAS’ oy 
Their thirty-six 


years’ record the bes 
guarantee of the ex 
cellence of their in- 
struments. 


Illustrated Oatalogu 


ACA Ds MY 
free on application. 


Academy, 244 Yonge street, corner of Louisa. Our new 
premises will allow us to give greater advantages this sea- 
son, having three large rooms and Oslisthenics Hall above 
the Academy, which will be devoted to the use of pupils. 
The latest American and English dances will te taught in 
rapid succession. Ladies’ and gentlemen's classes now 
forming. The public are invited to come and view the de- 
lightful premises from 10 a.m. to 12 m., till further notice. 


Warerooms 


117 King Street W., Torontce 
io: | See ee 


Celebrated Lehigh Valle 
COAL 


FROM THE 


ONTARIO COAL CC 


GENERAL OFFICE: Esplanade, Foot of Church Street. 


BRANCH OFFICES: 728 Yonge Street, 10 King Street East, 
Street West and Subway, Corner Bathurst Street and C. P. R’y. 


OLNOYOL 
LSAM “LS ONIX 02 


s 





